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1 HE Publication of the following 0R1G1xAaL SOoN 8G 
is entirely owing to the accident of my being a Printer, — 
T he repeated approbatian they have been honoured with, 
by F riends ( perhaps tos partial) induce me to hope they 
are not totally unworthy Public regard: Aud although 
they are by no means offered as firſt-rate ( nett ions, 
get, it 75 preſumed, their NovELTY, SENTIMENTS, 
and GENERAL TENDENCY, will prove a YECONMEN= 


dation in ther Favour, 


* 


1 flatter myſelt, that the: Muſical Reader will fad the 
Original 8 cugs not ill adapted te their reſpectiaic Tuucs. 


| * 
a 2 14114 4 
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3 
The SELYCT10% 7s firidly chaſte, as well as Elegy: 
and wt only the neweſt and meſt popular Songs 


*ntrodiuced, but alſo th:ſe which are ęſteemed fer it: 


Poetic Excellence. 


The Man that hath no Muiic in himſelf, G 
Nor is not mov'd with concord of ſweet ſounds, L 
Is fit for treaſons, ſtratagems, ard ſpoils. 


— 


SHAKESPEARE. 


Apollo Preis, 
GREEN STREET, BATH. 11 
MAT, 1791. 


The following Original Song, 


* 


IS 


RESPECTFULLY - DEDICATED 


3-4 


| TO THE 
Lrinters of Great be. - 
PARTICULARLY 
THOSE WHO HAVE SUFFERED 
IN SUPPORT OF 


THE FREEDOM OF THE PRESS; 


BY THEIR 
MOST OBEDIENT, 
AND 


VERY HUMBLE SERVANT, 


he THE AUTHOR. 
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SONG, IN HONOR OF THE NOBLE ART 
AND MYSTERY OF PRINTING. 


RECITATIVE , 


Twas when great Jove the works of man ſurvey'd, 
And each Improvement at his feet were laid, 
Pertx7iNxc's immortal pow'rs refulgent ſhone, 
And ftoud unrival'd near the glitt'ring throne : — 
The God decreed, obedience ſhou'd be paid 

To this myſterious Art, fince to its aid 

All others owe their greatneſs, owe their fame, 
And een REeiiciox hails its ſacred name! 
APOLLO then roſe up, and tun'd his lays, 

While the bieſt Choir united in its praiſe.— 


AIR—TUNE, RULE BRITANNIA. 


Thy influence Men and Gods muſt own, 
But Freedom's Sons ſhall prize thee moit ; 
And, fince thy mighty powers are known, 
This e'er ſhall be our fav'rite boaſt 
CHORUS hile Britannia rules the ſea, 
| Our Art fhall guard her Liberty. 


(.-val- } 
What ſtreams of Knowledge from thee flow, 
Whoſe empire's vaſt as Heaven's domain— 
Tis thine to tell the tale of woe, 
Or cheer the mind in joyful ſtrain ! 
While Britannia, &c. 


Thy bleflings ſpread from Pole to Pole, 
And reach from earth to happier ſkies; 
Thou carft illume the darken'd ſoul, 
And bid new hopes ſuperior riſe ! 
While Britannia, &C. 


The rude Barbarian too ſhall join, 


And haply own thy potent iway ; 
Who now peruſe the page divine, 
And all its glorious laws obey ! 
White Britannia, &C. | 


See humble Genius lift her head, 
And grateful with our Art ſucceſs ; 
Freedom her God-like banners ſpread, 
And twines her Laurel round the Preſs ! 
VWhile Britannia, &C. 
INDEX, 
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NEVER BEFORE PUBLISHED, from p. 110 22 


A flaxen headed Cow-boy — 

A wUoyaneohlir (cas | 9958 
> CI of 

A clirk 1 was in London gay — 


Actieu, ye fleeting hours of love 
Ab, ceaſe Fond youth — 
A joldier*s life is always feet 
A plague of thoſe muſty old lubbers 


By dawn tc the downs aue repair 


Charming village maid | 


FS 


Dear Kathleen, you no dtubt 


Dear Tom, this brown jug — 


Ere around the huge oak — 
Ere bright Reſina met my eycs 


Encempaſe'd in an Angels frame 


Farewell my feveet Bett — 
From flow”r to flour _ 


Fickle youth thre" the garden of beauty may r 


Farewell ambitious gilded toys 
Farewell ta Old England ! 


From tree to tree, from floew'r to flow?r 


Gad a mercy ! D Ps in me! 
Go patter to Lubbers and Swabs, dye fee 


Hero bright are the joys of the table 


How happy the foidier _ 
Her mouth, which a ſmile — 
'. How bleſt my fair — 
How ferencly the morning — 


Here, a ſheer hulk — 


— * 


( xi ) 


I was, a He fee, a wvaterman 


In the prime of the year — 
If youll conſent my lovely dear 

If you mean to jit ſail — 
In Aberdswvey dwelt a laſs — 
In amorous mood — 
In florms æauhen clouds obſcure the ſky 
In this cool retirement _ 


In all the ſex fome charms I find 
Pm jolly Dick, the lamplighter 


Ina ſad mouldering cave _ 
In Martindale, a village gay — 
In an ald quiet pariſh — 
Let witlings laugh — 
Look'ye, dear Ma'am — 


Let young fops and old fops — 
Let care be a ſt ranger to each jovial ſoul 
My daddy o, was wery good — 


Mars wou'd oft his conqueſt over 
My Colin leaves fair London town 


Now 


* = 
— — — — 


BS 
New the boat out waits for me 
No more Il] court the town bred fair 


A's wonder I'm now ſeen to grieve 


O'er flow'rs J range — 
O cruel maid ! — 
Old E glands a Lion _ 
O Jay, fimple maid _ 


Our grotto avas the freeteft place 
Of the ancients its ſpeaking _ 
On that lone bani where Lubin dy'd 


Cd Homer, but evhut have we with him 10 de? 


On Richmond-hill there lives a laſs 
O Fortune, how ftrangely 


Prudence hath long been confeſs — 


Remember when ave wall'd alone 


Radiant beams the orient mern — 


Sizep on, ficep on — 
Since love is ihe plan — 


Since Kathleen has prov'd ſo untrue 


74 


120 


91 
5 2 
62 


S Hoa A 


AY 


AY 


FX. -) 


Sau Lowe throw a hell 
Stay, O flay, thou lovely fade 


Silent I tread this lonely wood — 


See the conr/e throng'd with gazers 


The wind blew hard 
The day was deported 


To hear a ſweet goldfinch's ſonnc? 


The twins of Laiona 

The meadows look cheerful 
T he xvealthy feel 

T ho) late I ava plump 
Tho? Lexlip is proud 


T he ſpring with ſmiling face is ſcen 


This maxim let ev*ry one hear 


T ho? lowers, like mark/men, all aim at the heart 


J hro” wwinds and waves 


T hy image dear upon my heart 


The tuneful lavreocks cheer th: grote 
T he ſable clad curtains undrawn 


"Tis not Strephons form I prize 


The ſun ſets in night 
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Twas Saturday Night, the twinkling ſtars 
To Anacreon in heav'n — 


The ſun, auhen ariſing, beſpangles the dew 


Tho* Bacchus may boaſt OA a 


To my muſe give attention — — 


I here floaus feveet Avon's ſil den ſtream 


Ihen from my Fanny forc'd ts part — 
I ben the roſy morn apearing 

When William at eve — 
When bidden to the wake or fair — 


IV hy ſhou'd 1 vain fears diſcover 


When unrelenting Fates ordain 


M ben Cupid, little ſiy rogue _ — 
hen I took my departure — 
When my money was gone — 
When Fairies are lighted — 


With pleaſure the huntſman — 
Why fſheu'd the friends of young Cupid 
Il hen the fails catch the breeze 

When Night's dark mantle wveiPd the ſeas 
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114 
115 


117 
When 
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Page 
Whea lofi frem the Straits — — 121 
When Jack parted from me to plough the ſalt deep 141 
gen the anchor*s <veigh*d — — 143 
hen Britain from her ſea-girt ſhore — 147 
Il hen Bibo auen di vun to the regions below 154 
Il hen the fancy-ftirring bowl — — 162 
Ihen little on the village green — 167 
You know 'n your prieſt — — 60 
Fe gallant fouls — — = 86 
Fe true honeſt Britons — — 127 
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ORIGINAL SONGS, 


IN PRAISE OF MUSIC, 
TUNE—© RULE BRITANNIA.” 


_ 
OWEE DC Muſic's aid we haply ſhare, 
To charm the ils of wayward Liſe, 
1 


To ſmooth the ruffled brow of care, 
And cheer—when all within is ſtrife. 


7 1 1 29 * M « 
(nog: Harmonia gouf, your wearts aud VINCE 4. 


555 55 7e 17, 9 7 
And Jou, FE Zo Fi, In 1Vgufeec 5 9. age. 
FL 1 fo 5 
1100 call Sidious we Obe, 


5 12 2 
To pO rs dance: — 


F / Boar Ha a 
le! tis APOLLO joins the! 15 
Ness \ Rue hh at tro 2 ſoc ! 
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Harmenid' haus, © 


A is 


[7 


2 


"Tis thou canſt madd' ning rage diſarm, 
And free the mind from baſe alloys; 
And, when diſtreſſing fears alarm, 
Wake in the ſoul celeſtial joys. 
Harmonia's ſens, Sc. 
Osrurus fam'd as Poets tell, 
(So wond'rous were the magic ſtrains;) 
Whoſe pow'rs, tranſportive, fled thro' Hell, 
And ſooth'd awhile its endleſs pains, 
| Harmenia's fons, c. 
While Earth and Hell its charms admire— 
(All praiſe to Muſic does belong) 
Angels ſeraphic ſtrike the lyre, 
And join the univerſal ſong. 
Harmonia” s ſons, &c. 
May jarring diſcord ever ceaſe, 
And all our lives harmonious prove; 
Till, in the happier realms of peace, 
We“ taſte what Angels do above.“ 


Harmonia's fons, c. 


A WORK!) 


*S 


A WORD TO THE FAIR. 


TUNE—* THE LASS OF PATIE's MILL.” 


An: why did CaLos ſmile, 
Her STREPHoON to deceive ; 
A youth devoid of guile, 
Taught only to believe : 
Why ſhone her eyes ſo bright, 
Why was her form ſo fair ? 
To kindle love's delight, 
Yet leave me in deſpair! 


In early, happieſt years, 
Ere manhood me had grac'd, 
My joy, my hopes and fears, 
Were on dear CHLor plac'd; 
And as increas'd my days, 
thought the nymph divine; 
I artlefs ſang her praiſe, 
And fondly wiſh'd her mine. 


A 2 What's 


b 


1 
What's Beauty but a flow'r 
To pleaſe the gazing eye; 
It boaſts the paſling hour, 
But ſoon will fade and die; 
Then learn, ye lovely Fair, 
Bright Virtue's gem to prize; 
Countleſs its beauties are, 


And bloom beyond the Skiz 


4 89 „, es 


THE BRITISH SOLDIER. 


E- WAS IN: THE GOOD SHIP: ROVE 


"Y 

1 HM Sailors of our nation, 
Their glory we record; 

Dut Es the Soldier's Ration 
3115 


Alike deſerves regard 


Alert when duty call, Men 


He ſeeks not vain app lauſe; 
Whatever fate befall. Aim, 
He 5 hts his ccuntrv's cauſe. 


ES 


The martial trumpet ſounding, 


The colours ſee diſplay'd; 
lis faithful heart rebounding 

Jo leave his fav'rite Maid: — 
Vet courage doth not fai! him, 

Tho' dangers now abound, 
Should ſultry ſuns aſſail him, 

Or chilling froſts ſurround, 


In hoſtile preparation 
The countleſs Foe appears, 
7c: Hope's ſweet conſolation 
- His glowing boſom cheers : 
With fury unrelenting, 
See Foe with Foc engage; 
hat horrors now preſenting, 
Amid the battle's rage! 


The Day, tho” hard contended, 
At laſt is bravely won; 
See Vict'ry's arms extended 
To hail her fav'rite ſun 
A 3 : dur 
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16 1 
Sarrounding woes oppreſs him, 
He checks the ſtarting tear. 
And piteous tales diſtreſs him, 
Nor can the Laurel cheer. 


When Peace again is ſmiling, 
And War is heard no more, 
Ye who, life's cares beguiling, 


9 

ys 1 

. ; 
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Are bleſt with Plenty's ſtore, — 


O kindly then regard him, 
So faithful, brave, and true; 
And gratefully reward him, 
Who fought and bled for you. 


** 1 


THE SWEET SOCIAL HOUR. 


TUNE—© RRE AROUND THE HUGE OAK.” 


Tur fav'rites of Fortune their treaſures may boaſt, 
And may tempt us to bow at their ſhrine; 
The gay, thoughtleſs Lover his Miſtreſs will toaſt, 


And, tranſported, believes her divine — 
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* 
Dia x A, ſhe points to the joys of the field, 
And offers a ſcene of delight; 
But all, ſay the vot'ries of Bacchus, muſt yield, 
When the charms of the bottle invite. 


Yet Pleaſures, when vary'd, appear like a dream, 
Tho? her traits are ſo often eſpy*d ;— 

But ſons of true mirth, ye may drink of the ſtream, 
If fair Virtue—if Reaſon preſide. 


How few are the minds in this mortal eſtate, 
Who are bleſt with Content's happy ſtore !— 
Good Friends too I've known when was humble their 
fate, 
But, exalted, they knew me no more! 


The beauty of Women J feel with a glow, 

And of Love J have taſted its pow'r 

Yet, amid the enjoyments I with for below, 
Gods, give me but the Sweet Social Hour ! 
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TUNE — “ “ MARY S DREAM. 


WII Phœbus with enlivening ray, 
Beſpangled o'er the cheerful green, 
nd ſcarce was heard the paſſing breeze, 


CEL ADON AND AMELTA, {From 7 hompjon )« 


„ hile Nature's beauties deck'd the ſcene 


Yourg CELapox, of graceful form, 
'The pride of ev'ry jocund ſwain, 

And fair Au Lia, peerleſs maid, 
Belov'd by all the rural train; — 


Whoſe lives were paſſed in mutual bliſs, 
And glided like a placid ſtream.— 

In ſweeteſt converſe forth they ſtray'd, 
And love was ſtill the fav'rite theme: 

When, lo! the tempeſt gathers round, 
And whiſtling winds portend a ftorm— 

Unmov'd the youth each danger views, 
AukELIA feels a new alarm. 


In 


152 r v 1 & a. 


Her ſoul now ſruoglir g—mighty Bars 


. 
191 
In ſtrain perſuaſive and divine, 
He frove her droopiag mid to cheer j— 
But dire aiſmay her boſon fiti'd, 
Bedews ter check ith many a tear: 4 
The howling ftorm tremendous grows, | 


And awful. murm'ring thunders oil; 
In quick ſucceſſion ightiiag es Naſh, 
And terrors ſpread from Pole to Pole! 


O'erwhelmed the beautcous, dying Maid : 


When, lo!—twas righteous tHle nnen decree— 


> 8 


She at his feet a corſe was laid! 
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The Lover now, abſorb'd in woe, 
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Nor aught can give his mind reaef ;— 
He ſilent ſtands, for ever ſad, 
A prey to unavailing grief ! 
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WAR; ox, SUCCESS TO THE FLEET. 
Written during the late Naval Preparations. 
TUNE—< POOR JACK.” 


Whrar cheer, my ſweet Pol L have you heard 
of the news, 
That's broach'd, about inſolent Spain ?— 
Forgetful of drubbings, ſhe dares now refuſe 
To acknowledge us Lords of the Main: 
At Nootka, or ſome ſuch a place, it is ſaid, 
She ſeiz'd on our brave Hearts of Oak; 
*T1s a wonder to me ſhe was'nt afraid 
Our vengeance, firſt-rate, to provoke :— 
So then we prepar'd, and our cauſe it is good, 
That's like having both wind and tide— 
And ProviDENCE ſurely, who rules o'er the flood, 
Will fight for—and be on our ſide. | 


The world we've engag'd, and been conqu'rors too, 

As you, my dear PoLL, may well know ;— 
Vet Britons, ſo bravely good-natured and true, 
Are unwilling to give the firſt blow; 


b 
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A broadſide receiving O then is the time 
With courage, with ardour we glow; 


7 Fire away is the word! quick, Boys, load and prime, 


And lay cloſe along-fide the Foe ;— 


1 Tho? terrors unnumber'd ſurround the ſtain'd deck, 


And Comrades, regretted, may fall; 


Vet Provipexce ſurely ſhall ſave me from wreck, 


And bleſs me again with my Por! 


} Avaſt to this lingo !—come hand us the ſtuff, 


Who knows when again we ſhall meet ? 
Of dangers, and ſuch like, we've goſſip'd enough,. 
So then here's a Health to the Fleet :— 
Give Howe in a bumper, and brave BaRRINGrTox, 
Hood too we will jovially toaſt, — 
With the gallant young DV xk, our gracious King's 
S80on.— 
Of Tars ſuch as theſe we will boaſt: 
Succeſs to the VALIANT !—come, fill up the bowl 
May all who deſerve it have praiſe !— 
But were we to drink to and name each brave ſoul, 
We ſhould ſwig 'till the end of our days! 
| "Fg PEACE ; 


PEACE; o, THE SEQUEL. 


TUNE—THE SAME. 


For flag now is ſtruck, and the breeze is quite o'cr, 
The Dons dare not Britons oppoſe :— 

So Jack muſt again taſte the pleaſures of ſhore, 
While the gale of ſweet Peace mildly blows. 

What, though a rude Tar can delight on the waves, 
Ard fearieſs eng2ges the Foe; 

He conquers—burt far more exulting he faves, 
Tis the firſt of enjoym2ats we know :— 4 

No Lubber or Milkiop, as oft I have ſiewn, A 
Nor Danger my foul er alarms, | 1 

Yet ſurely a Sailor he need not diſown A 
That Peace and his Pol L have their charms. 2 | 


Our nation's ſcill'd pilot, young P1TT is his name, | . 
No doubt is Old England's good friend: 
L have heard our brave Captain oft mention his fame, 
Which, he ſaid, did all others tranſcend, — 


1 


Put, avaſt to this logic !—can hand, reef, and ſteer, 
And alert to the top I can go; 

Nor murmur, or think that my lot is ſevere, 

. Tno' ſtationed above or below ;— 

My Duty—my King—and my lov'd Country's cauſe 
Are my glory, my pride, and my boaſt; 

i! fight for Religion, our Commerce, and Laws, 
While my PoL L in a bumper ] toaſt. 


once fail'd with Ropxzr—of Gibraltar's Pay, 
We hambled the prid- of the Dons ; 
A was night—nzr t:e Moon 


So we fuught by the light 


legt a glimpſe of her rays 
of oar guns: 
q +5 attack'd them lite lows -unheeded around 


ri m Death, clad with horrors, appear'd;:— 


cla 
at ſoon Britiſh hearts, wid tie cannon's dire ſound, 
3 | The loud-nails of Vitoiy cneer'd ; 


» 


e 
8 [et wen, all on fire, I perceiv'd from the deck 
. A veſſel, quite laden nn woes, 
a courage —my mind— na my ſbul was a Wreck — 
4 1 felt--anZ forgot *twes my ſues 


Then 


1 4 J 


The Fleet, all at anchor ſo gay, 
You'd ſay, Still Britannia's the Ocean's Fair Queer, 
And the World ſhall her orders obey :— 
We waited the ſignal—but he who rules all, 
That PROVID EN CE good and fo kind, 
Knows better than we—ſo let ſtorms befall - 
Poor ]acx—why contented's his mind, 
1 Come then here's a Health to the Healers of Strife, 
And a toaſt I will give while I've breath 
| . May we ever be ready thro' actions of life, 
6 $ And be ready when grappled by Death! 


. O. D- 
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THE SOLDIER. 


How oft is tun'd the poliſh'd lays 
With true, poetic ſpirit, 
And ſung 1s Britiſh Seaman's praiſe, 
Their courage and their merit ;— 


Then Peace ſure's a bleſſiing—yet had you but ſeen be 


TUNE, ©I SING THE BRITISH SEAMAN'S PRAISI 


:* 
© 
To 
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3 
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But ſhall the youth, whom valour fires, 
His virtues be neglected? 

While he to glorious Fame aſpires, 
O think !—you are protected! 


CHoRus—Por ſurcly they deſer ve reward, 
And merit conſolation ; 
Then Britons view with kind regard, 
T he Soldier's honor'd ſtation. 


Altho? to better fortune born, 

Alas! he's unprovided ; 
Of friends behold him now the ſcorn, 
" Each hapleſs want derided !— 
Ihe merry fife and drum are heard, 

3 He leaves each native charmer; 
And as he views the glitt'ring ſword, 
His reſolution's warmer. 

For ſurely, c. 


He marches thro? the tedious day, 

Reflections now oppreſs him ;— 

He ſighs—but onward makes his way; 
While anxious cares diftrc fs im ft 
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Should haggard Famine threaten round, 
He cheerful takes his duty,— 
Unmov'd, tho? terrors now abound, — 
And toaſts his fav'rite beauty,—Por ſurely, Sc, 


S2e on the plain, in dire array, 
ne Cauntleſs Foe appearing !— 
While Hope, with kind, ſeraphic ray, 
is conſcious boſom cheering :— 
Tae fight's begun with vengeful ire, 
Yet i.c the ſhock enduring ; 
Now wing'd with death, ſee ſmoke and fire 
The bluſhing day obſcuring or ſurely, Q. 


The humble Maſe attempts in vain 1 
To ing each toil and danger; 3 
Inur'd to hardftips, care, and pain, 4 
Yet fill to feai's a ſtranger:— | 1 


When Peace ulumes fair Albion's ſhore, 
While comforts you innerit, 


Q WY ! 5 7 
Sbould he your bounty then implore, 2 
Relieve his ſuif ring merit i—For farely, C 

3 


A PARODM. 


* 


p [3 

* 2 
1 
1 


2 


| E 
[ 4 PARODY 


Fox THE © GOLDEN DAYS OF GOOD QUEEN BEss.”? 


3 


Mitten in April, 1790.* 


0 H, what a deal of fuſs is made about the Golden 
I Days of yore, 
| And diſcontented, murm ring ſouls lament becauſe they 
f are no more 


= 


or care, 

et ' tis my fixt opinion no Times with theſe cou'd e'er 
compare. 

O the Golden Days of good King GEORGE, 

Pefterity ſhall bleſs the reign of good King GrorGe, 


| I n ſtrain of panegyric we're told the dreſs of ancient 
3 beaux, 

1 heir Jerkins and their Doublets, beſides their yellow 

worſted hoſe; 


— 


This Song was firſt publiſhed in London, and may be had, 
ſet to Muſic, at any of the Shops. 


I B | But 


1 1 


But I prefer the preſent mode —and, like a married 


fellow, | : P 
D—— me but I much diſlike the ſtockings that are : 
yellow. 4 
O the Golden Days, &c. F þ 
The Ladies then, ſo delicate, would eat beef-ſteaks © 
for break-faſt, An, 


And moſt bewitching ruffs they wore tied round their 
pretty necks faſt ; 
No doubt for their jerkin'd Swains but they did very A. 
well, Sir, ; 
Yet—dreſt or undreſt—rough or ſmooth—give me a 
modern Belle, Sir! 
O the Golden Days, Oc. 


"Twas then honeſt men liv'd by mill and the plough, 
Sir, l 
Poor hard-working ſouls !—by the ſweat of their brow, 
Sir; 
But ſurely ſome Moderns theſe Ancients excel, Sir, 
Cons trade or eſtate—yet they live very well, Sir. 
O the Golden Days, &c. 4 
Ou: 


3 
Pur courage too, I think, not many years ago was 
N | ſhewn, 
(nd Britons fought the world in arms, and bravely 
| conquer'd tho? alone; 

When great and glorious acts were done, too num'rous 
| 4 N to relate, Sir, 

| And many a gallant, dying foul deſerv'd a better 
3 fate, Sir! 
O the Golden Days, Ec. 


fee there not many good wiſe men in Parliament that 
q ſit, Sir? 
a Ad where was e'er a Miniſter more popular than 
3 PitT, Sir? 
"The Church is well ſupported, this is an undoubted 
h, 1 | fact, 
lately wa sevinc'd by the Teſt and Corporation AQ. 


= O the Golden Days, Oc. 
N Our envy'd glory far extends, while we are bleſt with 
's 4 Plenty's ſtore, 
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umphant Britiſh Canvas flies from Eaſtern to the 


Weſtern Shore; | 
32 A 


[ 20 ] | 
At Peace with all the world, and ſmiling Peace » A 
home, Sir, = 

Do not theſe days of our's eclipſe the Golden Age « 
Rome, Sir ? | A 

O the Golden Days, &c. 

This counſel then I'd give, nor wou'd myſelf le 
ſame deſpiſe, 4 


Forgetting what is paſt, may we the preſent moment 
prize; 3 
Long Life to our gracious King—good wiſhes for th: 
nation, ö 


And may the great, in Church and State, ſeek hear: 
felt approbation. ! _ 
O the Golden Days, Oc. 


— | D- 
4 PARODY 
ON © EVERY INCH A SAILOR,” 3 
Snob D winds blow hard, or ſeas run high," 2 
Or“ dingy clouds obſcure the ſky ;”? {8 


'Mid wayward life's tempeſtuous gale, 
A cheerful thought I will inhale :— 


* 1 
A wedded life's the life for me, 
I'll live and love ſo merrily ; 


Nor thoughtleſs rove from flow'r to flow'r, 


Inconſtant as the paſſing hour, 
But ſpurn at folly's tranſient joys, 


And pleaſure taſte which never cloys, 


The firſt command to man was giv'n 


(The bliſsful mandate came from Heav'n,) 


"TI'was to increaſe and multiply.— 
Who can the pleaſing truth deny ? 

A wedded life's, &c. 
Tho! Libertines at us may rail, 
And thoughts of horns the mind aſſail, 
Yet I'll adviſe—your ſpirits cheer— 
Be kind at home, and never fear. 

A wedded life's, &c. 
Then puſh the ſocial toaſt around, 
May ever wedded joys abound ! 
Kind Fortune bleſs affection's choice, 
And all accord, with heart and voice, 

A wedded life's, &c, 
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JESSE. 


ruNE— THOU SOFT FLOWING AVON.” 


1 BO AST not the ſmiles that adorn Jess E's face, 
Where, fondly enraptur'd new beauties I trace: 
Her boſom, that ſurely a Stoic can warm, | 
Or her tongue's magic pow?'rs that reſiſtleſs can charm / 


; 
F 
4 

4 
] 
— 


Far dearer to me are the charms of her mind,— | : 
"Tis Virtue, like fetters, my ſenſes can bind ;— | 
All earthly perfeQions in JessE unite, = 
| gaze—and am loſt in extatic delight! 


In yonder lone cottage, where Sickneſs and Care, | 
Where Wretchedneſs triumph'd, and courted Deſpair, | | 
I fiole unperceiv'd and beheld the dear Maid, ; 1 
In CHnARTTx's garments celeſtial array'd. S 


The Victims of Sorrow but ſpoke with their eyes,— — 
The Tear, from my IESsE, moſt kindly replies — 
Lo warm adoration was heighten'd my love; | 4 
(thought her a Goddeſs, and ſent from above! 


Thus far ORIGINAL SONGE. 1 
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| SELECT SONGS, 
| BY CELEBRATED WRITERS. 
"|! EVERY INCH A SAILOR. 
| | | By Mr. DI BDI. 


4 Tus wind blew hard—the ſea run high— 
| The dingy ſcud drove 'croſs the ſky ;— 
4 All was ſafe ſtow'd, the bowl was ſlung, 

| When careleſs thus NRD HawLyarD ſung : 


ir 
4 A Sailor's life's the life for me, 
; 4 He takes his duty merrily ; 
| 4 If winds can whiſtle, he can ſing, 


Still faithful to his Friend and King :— 
He gets bclov'd by all the ſhip, 


And toaſts his Girl —and drinks his flip. 
Down 


— 


* For a New Parody, ſee Original Songs, p. 20. 


[ 24 ] 
Down top-ſails, boys, the gale comes on, 
To ſtrike top-gallant yards they run ;— 
And now to hand the ſail prepar'd, 
Nep cheerful ſings upon the yard: 

A Sailor's life, &c. 


A leak !—a leak ! — come, lads, be bold. 

There's five feet water in the hold ;— 

Eager on deck, fee HawLyaRD jump, 

And hark !—while working at the pump: 
A Sailor's life, &c. 


But, ſee!—the veſſel nought can ſave, 
She ſtrikes—and finds a wat'ry grave !— 
Yet Ne, preſerv'd with a few more, 
Sings, as he treads a foreign ſhore : 

A Sailor's life, &c. 


But now—unnumber'd perils paſt— 

By land, as well as ſea—at laſt, 

In tatters to his PoLL and Home, 

See honeſt HawLyYarD ſinging come: 
A Sailor's life, &c. 


Yet 


1 1 
Yet to poor HawLyYarD what diſgrace, 
PoLL fwears ſhe never ſaw his face; 
He ſcorns her for a faithleſs ſhe, 
And ſinging goes again to ſea : 
A Sailor's life, &c. 


2 4-1 GT Doe. 


THE HUMBLE BEE. 


By a FRIEND. 


| O-rr flow'rs I range, and taſte each ſweet, 


That in rich cowſlips dwell ; 
While Phcebus ſmiles with glowing heat, 
I haſte thro? vale and dele: 
A humble, buſy Bee am I, 
That fragrance ſips Where'er I fly. 


Oft in the damaſk roſe I reſt, 
To eaſe my weary'd wings; 
And vi'lets too by me are preſt, 
While ſweet the blackbird ſings : 
A buſy, humble Bee am I, 
That lives on dear variety. 


( 26 J 
How pleaſing is that bed of thyme, 
That grateful ſcents the air! 
But yon white lily's ripen'd prime 
Is now my fav'rite care: 
A buſy, humble Bee am I, 
That ſweets ſele& where'er I fly. 


At laſt return'd unto my cell, 
With all my honey'd ſtore ; 
My partner, humming, greets me well, 
While I my toils count o'er : 
And tho? a buſy Bee I roam, 
Stlll happineſs I find at home. 


N YI 


LOVELY BET T, 


FagEw RL, my ſweet BETT!—aboard I muſt go! 
Then caſt away all theſe ſignals of woe; 
One kiſs give me before we part, 
T will brace the main-ſail of my heart j— 
Ard as the ſhip ſcuds fore the wind, 
I'll ever bear thee in my mind, 
And ſigh for lovely BRT r. 


(IEF 

No ſhoals do we fear, nor quickſands we dread, 

The currents we mark, whilſt heaving the lead ; 

Nor rocks or ſtorms can us affright, 

We reef, belay, and ſet all right :;— 

And while we gaily ſcud along, 

I'll drink my flip, and join the ſong, 
Yet think of lovely BeTrT. 


And when our port we at laſt ſee in view, 
Then joy, fore and aft, enlivens the crew; 
Unladen ſoon for home we're bound, 
The flowing can goes briſkly round; 
"Tis then we whiſtle for the breeze 
To waft us quicker thro? the ſeas, 
And bring me home to BeTT. 


When firſt we joyful ken our native land, 

Our ſhip-mates we hail with ſhake of the hand: 

When landed on the Britiſh ſhore, 

Our ills are paſt—our cares are o'er; 

No joys to ours can equal prove, 

We meet return of conſtant love, — 0 
I'm bleſt with lovely BErr. 1 


3 


IEM MV FAR AWAY. 


Now the boat but waits for me, 
Be my Nancy ever true; | * 
ll be ever ſo to thee.— 3 
One embrace, and then adieu! 
Both at eve and morning grey, 
Think of I EMux far away. 


When at night you trembling hear, 
Roaring winds, with hollow ſound, 
Think —0 think of me, my dear, 
And the ills that me ſurround !— 
And at eve and morning grey, 
Sigh for JeMMy far away. 


If the veſſel floats a wreck, 
Hope ſtill paints thee-to my view; I 
And, tho? ſeas waſh o'er the deck, | 3 
Dauntleſs ſtill I think of you :— 1 
Then at eve and morning grey. 
Sigh for I EMM far away, 


Winds and ſtorms may all ſubſide, br 
Whiſp'ring peace to Neptune's Main : Wo 
Dangers too I may deride, 
When ſafe moor'd with you again :— 1 
Then at eve and morning grey, 4 
Love ſhall haſte each hour away. A 


1 
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ä Doe. 


EDWIN AND MYRA. | 


WIT EI flows ſweet Avon's ſilver ſtream, 
Whoſe banks are deck'd with flowrets gay, 
There Epwix made ſoft love his theme, Af 

While Mr na liſten'd to his lay: _ 
His dulcet pipe then fill'd the vale, 4 
And kills and floods return'd the ſound ; 

Gay tranſport wing'd each ſpicy gale, 
And Myr x« a's wreath her Epwix crown'd. 


The day was fix'd—the hour was near % | 
When Epwin's boſom throb'd with joy; if 
But Mr x& a felt a timid fear, 
That riſing rapture did deſtroy ;— 


1 30 J 
Whilſt MyRA waited for her love, 
The gloomy eve portended rain; 
Fierce whirlwinds whiſtled thro? the grove, 
And lightnings ſtream'd acroſs the plain 


But Epwin's ſoul, contemning fear, 
For love, wou'd ſtorms and thunders brave 
Ye maidens drop for him a tear, 
Too ſoon conſign'd unto a grave! 
The torrent bore his body far, 
It down the ſtream did rapid ghde— 
Thus adverſe Fortune ſore did mar 
The joys of Epwix's hapleſs bride! 


bs. 

4 
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Poor My = a roſe at dawn of day, 
No reſt had ſooth'd her anxious heart— 
But horrid dreams, with dread diſmay, 
Did terror to her ſoul impart !-— 
Incautious Swains the ſtory told, — 
She fainting ſunk upon the plain ;— 
„What! dead and gone ?—my Epwin cold?“ = 
Then, fhrieking, burſt her heart in twain ! 4 


ILL-FATED 


1 


ILL-FATED JOCKEY. 


O CRUEL Maid \—whoſe flinty heart, 
No ſighs can melt, or ſorrows move! 
*Tis death to ſtay— tis worſe to part— 
Take from me, Fate, my life or love !— 
O Peccy !—why deceiving ſmile, 
When firſt I proffer'd thee my love ?— 
For then 1 thought thee free from guile, 
And artleſs as the turtle-dove ! 


Thus Jocxety mourn'd by winding TA, 
Whoſe ſtream re-echo'd back his ſighs : 
His lambkins now unheeded ſtray, 
No more their gambols pleaſe his eyes! 
He threw him liſtleſs on the plain, 
And ſung, forlorn, the hours away ; 
While madneſs ran thro? ev'ry vein, 
And wild deſpair attun'd the lay ! 


By ſorrows worn, his fading form 
Evinc'd his woes were near their cloſe ; 
He ſmiling ſaid “ Here ends life's ſtorm 
„ in the grave ſhall find repoſe !”— 


— 
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To hopeleſs love thus dy'd a ſlave— 

A worthy youth, of heart ſincere ; 

And nymphs and ſwains will on his grave, 
Swear to be true, and drop a tear! 
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LOVELY WOMAN. 


LEr witlings laugh at love's ſoft pow'r, 


Denying what they cannot feel ; $ 
Can beings who themſelves adore, 2 
The traits of fervent love reveal ? 4 
By nature curſt with callous hearts, 8 I 
On Folly's ſtream they gaily float, br : 
And ſimp'ring ſpeak of flames and darts, | 8 
As chatt'ring parrots talk by rote. | 3 


O lovely ſex ! - Heaven's kindeſt boon— 
To ſmooth the rugged paths of life ! 
In Eden, Apam, when alone, 
Sigh'd for a helpmate—for a wife: 


7 
— 
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F'en there, unbleſt without a mate, 
His hours like ages did appear; — 

E'en there, repin'd at ſullen Fate, 
Till Woman came his ſou! to cheer. 


Rome boaſts a Por c1 4's noble name— 
A name to Patriot Bx ur us dear 
And A1B10N glows at CHARLOTTE's fame— 
A fame that virtue mult revere, 
If gladneſs cheers the huſband's eye, 
It inſtant warms his partner's ſoul ; 
If ſorrow urges forth the ſigh, 
Adown her cheek the tears will roll! 


Let me but taſte thoſe joys divine, 
To meli'rate my paſlage here; 
Let me but call dear Laura mine, 
And then I'll baniſh ev'ry care. 
Her manners, gentle as the dove, 
Or ſofter than the vernal breeze, 
Wou'd make my cot the ſcat of love, 
Of ſweet content and bliſsful eaſe. 


C 
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THE FEARLESS TAR, 


Ward from my Fax N forc'd to part, 
And plough the boſom of the deep, 

What keen ſenſations rend my heart, 
As I behoid my Fair-one weep; 

E'en then I'll ſay, her ſoul to cheer, 

Your lad will love, and that ſincere, 


When gloomy dangers ſtrike the eye, 
And hollow winds at diſtance roar; 
When raging billows brave the ſky, 
Or daſh their vengeance on the ſhore; 
E'en then the ſigh denotes not fear, 
Tis only heav'd for you, my dear, 


When to the long-boat we repair, 


And, water-logg'd, our veſlel leave; _ 3 
: When no kind ftar, thro” darken'd air, "x 
Can our diſtreſsful ſtate rejieve ;— BE » 


Tho? death, with horror, then appears, 1 
I figh, to think of FAN N x's tears! 4 


("88:1 

3 Then let but Fortune once more (mile, 
And from thy boſom chace all pain; 
hen love ſhall crewn my ev'ry toll, 


And you your Sailor claſp again; 
I'll kiſs away the joyful tear, 
That ſhews your love for me ſincere | 


e we LI 
THE Fan OF THE MOON. 
Tur day was departed, and forth from a eloud 


4 The Moon in her beauty appears; 
2 The voice of the Nightingale warbles aloud, 1 
5 The muſic of love in our ears: 4 
: Z Mak1a appears - now the ſeaſon, ſo ſweet, 4 
Z With the beat of the heart is in tune; 4 
1 The time is ſo tender for lovers to meet, 1 
3 Alone by the light of the Moon. 'q 
4 1 cannot, when preſent, unfold what ! feel, ; 
p 3 I figh—can a lover do more? — 1 
ler name to the ſhepherds I never reveal, L | 


Yet I think of her all the day o'er: 
1 Ma RIA, q 
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Mar1a, my love, do you long for the grove ? 
Do you ſigh for an interview foon ?— 

Does e'er a kind thought run on me as you rove, 
Alone by the liglit of the Moon? 


Her name from the ſhepherds whenever I hear, 
My boſom is all in a glow; 

Her voice when it vibrates ſo ſweet thro? mine ear, 
My heart thrills mine eyes overflow !— 

Ye Powers of the Sky, will your bounty divine, 
Indulge a fond lover his boon ? — 

Shall heart ſpring to heart, and Max IA be mine, 
Alone by the light of the Moon! 


WIRES +» 
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POLL AND MY PARTNER JOE. 


By Mr. DIBDIN. 


1 WAS, d'ye ſee, a Waterman, 
As tight and ſpruce as any, 
"Twixt Ricumond Town and HorsLEy Down, 
I turn'd an honeſt penny: 


Ne 


! 

None cou'd of Fortune's favours brag, 
: More than cou'd lucky I, 

E My cot was ſnug, well fill'd my cag, 
* And a grunter in my ſtye; 
4 With wherry tight, and boſom light, 

I cheerfully did row, 
And to compleat this princely life, 
4 Sure never man had Friend and Wife 
g | Like my Port and my Partner Jor. 
$ I roll'd in joys like theſe awhile, 

Folks far and near careſt me, 

Till, woe is me, ſo lubberly, 
The Vermin came and preſt me: 
How cou'd I all theſe pleaſures leave, 
1 How with my wherry part? 

I never ſo took on to grieve, 

It wrung my very heart ;— 

But when on board, they gave the word, 

To foreign parts to go, 
I ru'd the moment I was born, 
That ever I ſhou'd thus be torn 

From my PoLL and my Partner Jos. 
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Oh 
J did my duty manfully, 


While o'er the billows rolling, | 
And, night or day, cou'd find my way, £ 
Blindfold, to the main-top-bowling : 5 I 
'Thus all the dangers of the main, 4 
Quickſands, and gales of wind, 4 

I brav'd—in hopes to taſte again 5 
The joys I left behind: 4 
In climes afar, the hotteſt war, nu 
Pour'd broadſides on the Foe, — | 4 


In hopes theſe perils to relate 
As by my fide attentive fat, 


Both my PoLL and my Partner Joe. 


At laſt it pleas'd his MajesTyY 
To grant peace to the nation, 


And honeſt hearts, from foreign parts, 
Came home for conſolation :— 

Like lightning (for I felt new life, 
Now ſafe from war's alarms) 

I rult*d—and found my Friend and Wife = 
Lock'd ia each other's arms; 2 
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But fancy not, I bore my lot, 
Tame, like a Lubber—No! 

For ſeeing I was finely trick'd, 

Plump © the DL I boldly kick'd, 
Both my Poll and my Partner Jos ! 
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SONGS IN THE FARMER, 


AIR—VALENTINE. 
| Crarmmng Village Maid, 


If thou wilt be mine, 
In gold and pearls array'd, 

All my wealth is thine; 
For gold is droſs to me, 

E'en Nature's beauties fade, 
If not enjoy'd with thee. 

My charming Village-Maid. 


This morn at early dawn, 
I had a hedge-roſe wild, 
Its ſweets perfum'd the lawn, 
"Twas ſportive Nature's child! 


* 
J did my duty manfully, 
While o'er the billows rolling, 
And, night or day, cou'd find my way, 
Blindfold, to the main-top-bowling : 
'Thus all the dangers of the main, 
Quickſands, and gales of wind, 
I brav*d—in hopes to taſte again 
The joys I left behind: | 
In climes afar, the hotteſt war, Nu 
Pour'd broadſides on the Foe, — 
In hopes theſe perils to relate 
As by my fide attentive fat, 
Both my PoLL and my Partner Joe. 
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At laſt it pleas'd his MajesTyY 
To grant peace to the nation, 

And honeſt hearts, from foreign parts, 
Came home for conſolation :;— 

Like lightning (for I felt new life, 
Now ſafe from war's alarms) 

I ruſh'd and found my Friend and Wife 

_ Lock'd in each other's arms; 
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But fancy not, I bore my lot, 
Tame, like a Lubber—No#! 

For ſeeing I was finely trick'd, 
Plump to the DPL I boldly kick'd, 
Both my PoLL and my Partner Jog! 


PEW. x 50 


SONGS IN THE FARMER. 


AIR—VALENTINE. 
Crnarmxc Village Maid, 


If thou wilt be mine, 
In gold and pearls array'd, 

All my wealth 1s thine; 
For gold is droſs to me, 

E'en Nature's beauties fade, 
If not enjoy'd with thee. 

My charming Village-Maid. 


This morn at early dawn, 

I had a hedge-roſe wild, 
Its ſweets perfum'd the lawn, 
"Twas ſportive Nature's child! 
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To grace my gay parterre, 
T'ranſplanted from the glade, 
Sweet emblem of my fair, 
My charming Village-Maid! 


* Donn 
AIR“ 


ERE around the huge oak that o'erſhadow'd yon mi 
The fond ivy had dar'd to entwine; 
Or the church was a ruin that nods on the hill, 
Or the rook built his neſt in the pine. 


FARMER. 


Cou'd J trace back the time, a far diſtant date, 
Since my forefathers toil'd in this field ; 

And the farm I now hold on your Honour's eſtate, 
Is the ſame that my grandfather till'd. 


Re, dying, bequeath'd to his ſon a good name, 
Which unſullied deſcended to me; 
For my child I've preſerv'd it unblemiſn'd with ſhame, | 
And it ſtill from a ſpot ſhall be free. 
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* For a New and Original Song to this Tune, ſee p. 6. 
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41 } 
£ AIR — VALENTINE, 


N O more I'll court the 'Town-bred Fair, 
Who ſhines in artificial beauty; 
For native charms without compare 


. Claim all my love, reſpect, and duty. 
O my bonny BE Tr, ſweet bloſſom ! 
8 4 Was I a King ſo proud to wear thee, 
4 From off the verdant couch I'd bear thee, | 
F To grace thy faithful lover's boſom. | 
3 O my bonny bonny BET! | b 


Let dainty beaux for ladies pine, 


4 And ſigh in numbers trite and common, 
Ve Gods! one darling wiſh be mine, 
3 And all I aſk is lovely Woman! 


Omy donn SETT, &c. 


ne, 3 Come, deareſt girl, the roſy bowl, 
* 5 Linke thy bright eye, with pleaſure dancing; 
IR 9 My Heaven art thou, ſo take my ſoul, _ 
— With rapture ev'ry ſenſe entrancing ! 
O my bonny BRNT T, &c. 


— — 


3 ů — 


11 
AIR -VALENTINE. 


How bright are the joys of the table 
F mean, when the cloth 15 remov'd ! 

Our hearts are faſt held by a cable, 
While round the decanter 1s ſhov'd. 

The Ladies all riſe to retire, | 
We ſtand up and look very grave; 

A BumPex, then draw round the fire, 
Determin'd like Souls to behave. 


My ſervant, he knows I'm a toper; 

„ Clean Glaſſes, —of Wine a recruit!“ 
He brings in a fix bottle cooper, 

And places 1t cloſe at my foot. 
I gingerly take up a bottle, 

The ſaw-duſt I puff from his coat; 
The cork out, he ſings in his throttle, 

But {weeter than Mara his note! 


TL 


What Gentleman coffee now chooſes : 
The compliment comes from the Fair: 

No Gentleman coffee refuſes, 

But not a man ſtirs from his chair. 


xn; hy e T 
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13 1 
Though Frenchmen may do ſo, I bar it, 
With Britiſh politeneſs I think: 
While Monſieur we thank for his claret, 
He never ſhall teach us to drink. 


Gay HeBE now ſhews in Aro Lo 
A ſtruggle *twixt Claret and Wit ; 
For Baccavs inſiſts he ſhall ſwallow 
Six bumpers before he may fit. 
Ye Fair, why ſo ill ſhould we treat you, 
To part, ere the bottle is won? — 
At ſupper Aro Lo ſhall meet you, 


TE 


And ſhew you what Bacchus has done. 


AI R—gBETTY BLACKBERRY. 


10 hear a ſweet goldfinch's ſonnet, 

This morning I put on my bonnet, 

But ſcarce in the meadow, pies on it! 
When the Captain appear'd in my view 

I felt an odd ſort of ſenſation, 

My heart beat in ſtrange palpitation, 

bluſh'd like a pink or carnation, 1 
When ſays he, My dear, how d'ye do? | 7 | 


* 


E 


The dickins, ſays I, here has popp'd him, 

thought to ſlip by, but I ſtopp'd him, 

So my very beſt curtſey I dropp'd him; 
With an air then he took off his hat :— 

He ſeem'd with my perſon enchanted, 


He ſqueez'd my hand—how my heart panted 


He aſk'd for a kiſs, and I granted, 
And pray now what harm was 1n that ? 


Says I, Sir, for what do you take me ?— 
He ſwore a fine Lady he'd make me, 
No, demn him! he'd never forſake me, 

And then on his knee he ſtoop'd down; 
His handkerchief, la! ſmelt ſo ſweetly, 
His white teeth he ſhew'd ſo compleatly, 
He manag'd the matter ſo neatly, 

That I ne'er can be kiſs'd by a clown, 


Sol 


„ 


AIR EHuux Juurs. 


Loox, dear Ma'am, I'm quite the thing, 
3 Nattibus hey! tippity ho! 
I On my ſhce I wear a ſtring, 
Tied in a black bow, —o. 


I Cards and dice ! I've monſtrous luck ; 
I'm no drake, yet keep a duck, 
Tho' not married, yet Pm a Buck, 

| Lantherum ſwaſh, kee-vi. 


1 Sometimes mount a ſmart cockade, 
5 Puppydum hey, ſtruttledum, ho! 
From Hyde-Park to the Parade, 
3 Cocky my cary kee. * 
$4; [ paſs a centry-box, 
Soldiers reſt their bright firelocks, 
f Rattledum flap to me ! 
I Rotten Row my Sunday-ride, 
| : Trottledum hey, tumble off, ho ! by 
Y I poney eighteen- pence a fide, | 1 
I Windgall, glandarum, ho! | 


Cricket, * 


L: 46] 


Cricket, I fam'd Lumpey nick, 

Paddles ſmouch, Me x Doz lick: 

Tp to—ah! I'm juſt the kick, 
Allemande cap'rum toe! 


74 — 
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AIR MolLIyY MAT BUSEH. 


1 


M Y daddy O, was very good, 

To make me fine he ſpar'd no pelf, 
And ſcrape up money, all he cou'd, 

He'd give it to my bonny ſelf. 


My handſome cap from Dover came, 
Some thought from France, ſo gay to ſee, 

Tho? ſigh'd for by each maid and dame, 
'Twas not my cap was dear to me. 


Blythe JoHN NV O, upon his mare, 
Adown the dell his horn rang ſweet, 
To me preſented puſs the hare, 
That o'er the wild thyme ran ſo fleet. 


17 J 


Tho' NED a noſegay for my breaſt 


Had brought, no flow'r more ſweet than he, 
And warbling WILL a Linnet's neſt, 
Nor flow'rs, nor birds were dear to me. 


So ſoftly on to yonder grove; 


The Moon ſo kind the while did blink, 


I ſtole to meet my own true-love, 
Yet on falſe love I fell to think. 


The ruſtling leaves increaſe my fears, 


A footitep falls—who can it be? 
O joy! my JeMMyY now appears, 
And he alone was dear to me. 


* 2 Doe 
AIR. —— JEMuAux. 


Gp e Devil's in me, 

All the damſels with to win me: 

Like a May pole round me clutter, 
Hanging garlands—fuſs and flutter! 
Lilting, cap'ring, grinning, ſmirking, 
Pouting, bobbing, winning, jerking— 


KATESs 


„ 
KaTEs and BETTIES, 


PorLs and LETTIEsò, 
All were doating, gentle creatures, 
| On thoſe features, 


To their aprons all wou'd pin me, 
Gad-a-mercy !—DeviPs in me | — 
All the damſels wiſh to win me! 


Pretty damſels, ugly damſels; ö N 
Black-hair'd damſels, red-hair'd damſels; a ( 
Six-feet damſels, three-feet damſels ; k A 


Pale- fac'd damſels, plump-fac'd damiels; 4 80 
Small leg'd damſels, thick leg'd damſels T 
Pretty, ugly, black-hair'd, red-hair'd, ſix- feet, three 18 
feet ; f Pt 
Pale-fac'd, plump-fac'd, ſmall-leg'd, thick- leg'd, Þ 
dainty, drowſy ; 4 
All run after me, Sir, me! — 
For to fellows, ſuch as me, 
Pretty maids are frank and free. 


For their ſtays taking meaſure 
Of the Ladies—O the pleaſure ! 


1 
Oh, ſuch tempting looks they pi' me 
Willing of my heart to nim me; 
Pat and cry, You devil, IE Mur! 
Pretty ladies, ugly ladies, &c. 


022 Doe 


AIR FARMER. 


JO.» ExcranD's a Lion, ſtretch'd out at his caſe, 
A Sailor his keeper, his couch the green ſeas ; 
bou'd a Monkey dare to chatter, or a T yger claw, 
*F They tremble at his roar as he lifts his pay : 

1 I Jove a neighbour's friendſhip, but turn'd to foe, 

8 Prepare to meet him with blow for blow! 


1 * . 


AI R (RANendean) Rux D. 


4 A Flaxen-headed cow- boy, as ſimple as may be, 
And next a merry plow-boy, I whiſtled o'er the Lea: 
hut now a ſaucy footman, I ſtrut in worſted lace, 


And ſoon Ill be a butler, and wag my jolly face. 
D Waen 


| 139 
5 When ſten ard I'm promoted, I'll ſnip a tradeſman's bil, 

ö My maſter's coffers empty, my pockets for to fill: 

| When lolling in my chariot, ſo great a man J be,—. 
You'll forget the little plovgh-boy that whiftled o'er 
| the Lea. 3 


I' buy votes at elections, but when I've made the pe!!, 
I'll ſtand poll for the Parliament, and then vote 1: 
myſelf: | 
Whatever's good for me, Sir, I never will oppoſe ; 
When all my ayes are ſold off, why then I'll ſell my noc:, 


IU bawl, harangue, and paragraph, with ſpeeches: 
charm the ear, 

And when I'm tir'd on my legs, then I'll fit down a - 
Peer, 1 

In court or city honour ſo great a man I'll be, .4 

You'll forget the little plough-boy that whiſtled o'cr 
the Lea. | 


11 
SONGS IN THE POOR SOLDIER. 


AIR Der moT. 


SLEEP on, ſleep on, my KATHLEEM dear, 
May pcace poſſeſs thy breaſt! 

Yet doſt thou dream thy true-love's here, 
Depriv'd of peace and reft ? 

The birds ſing ſweet, the morning breaks, 
Thoſe joys are none to me: 

Tho? ſleep is fled, poor Dex MO wakes 
To none but love and thee. 


45 == Doe 
AIR 


ID: ar KATHLEEN, vou, no doubt, 
Find ſleep how very ſweet ' tis; 


DARBY. 


. Dogs bark, and cocks have crow'd out, 
.4 You never dream how late *tis. 
E This morning gay I poſt away, 
To have with you a bit of play; 
On two legs rid along, to bid 
Good morrow to your night-cap. 


( 52 ] ; 

Laſt night a little bowſey | 

With whiſky, ale, and cyder, 
I aſk'd young BerTyY BLowzy 

10 let me fit beſide her, 
Her anger roſe, and ſour as ſloes, 

The little gypſey cock'd her noſe 
Yet here I've rid along to bid 

Good morrow to your night-cap. 
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A ]TRA—CKATHLEEN, 


S ck love is the plan, ; 
I'll love if I can; * 
But firſt let me tell you what ſort of a man: 2 | 
In addreſs how compleat, | 3 ; 
And in dreſs ſpruce and neat ; 2 
No matter how tall, ſo he's over five feet; 3 N 
Not dull, nor too witty, 4 
His eyes I'll think pretty, 4 n 


If fparkling with pleaſure whenever we meet. 4 


2 1 1 
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1 
Tho? gentle he be, 
His man he ſhall ſee, 
Yet never be conquer'd by any but me: 
In a ſong bear a bob, 
In a glaſs hob or nob; 


This 1s my fancy, 
If ſuch a man can ſee; 
I'm has if he's mine, until then I am free, 


AIR. FiTzROY. 


IT ur twins of LaTo a, ſo kind to my boon, 
* Ariſe to partake of the chace : 


Vet drink of his reaſon his noddle ne'er rob. 


4 And Sol lends a ray to chaſte D1an's fair Moon, 


* 8 , | GT 


And a ſmile to the ſmiles of her face. : 
For the ſport I delight in, the bright Queen of love 
4 With myrtles my brows ſhall adorn; 

Wnile Pax breaks his chaunter, & ſkulks in the grove, 
F I Exceld by the ſound of the horn. 


The 


— 


| 
| 
| 
| 


( 5+ ] 
The dogs are uncoupled, and ſweet is their cry, 
Yet ſweeter the notes of ſweet E:ho's reply: 


Hark forward, hark forward, the game 1s in view, 
But love is the game that I wiſh to purſue ! 


ö 


The ſtag from his chamber of woodbine peeps out, 


His ſentence he hears in the gale : 

Yet flies till, entangled in fear and in doubt, 
His courage and conſtancy fail. 

Surrounded by foes he prepares for the fray, 
Deipair t:king place of his fear; 

With antlers erefted, awhile ſtands at bay, 
'Then ſurrenders his life with a tear. 
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The dogs are, &c, + 172 
* D. 
AIR Nox AR. 


Tur meadows look cheerful, the birds ſweetly ſing, 


So gaily they carol the praiſes of ſpring ; 
Tho Nature rejoices, poor Nox AE ſhall mourn 
Until her dear PAT RIC again ſhall return. 
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Ve laſſes of DuBLi1n, O hide your gay charms! 

Nor lure her dear Par R Ie łx from Noa A H's fond arms; 
Tho' ſattins, and ribbands, and laces are ſine, 

They hide not a heart with ſuch feelings as mine. 


„ de 4 


AIR 


How happy the ſoldier that lives on his pay, 

And ſpends half-a-crown out of fix-pence a day 

Vet fears neither Juſtices, Warrants, or Bums, 

But pays all his debts with the roll of his drums. 
With a row-de-dow, &c. 


PATRICK. 


He cares not a marvedy how the world goes, 
His king finds him quarters, and money and cloaths ; 
He laughs at all ſorrow whenever it comes, 
And rattles away with the roll of his drums. 
With a row-de-dow, &c. 
The drum is his glory, his joy, and delight, 
It leads him to pleaſure, as well as to fight: 
No girl when ſhe hears it, tho? ever fo glum, 
But packs up her tatters, and follows the drum, 
With a row-de-dow, &c. 


Give me but health, I aſk no more, 


AIR PATRICK. 


Tur wealthy fool, with gold in tore, | 
Will ſtill defire to grow richer ; | 


My lovely girl, my friend and pitcher. 
My friend fo rare, | 
My girl ſo fair; 
With ſuch, what mortal can be richer? 
Give me but theſe, a fig for care, 
With my ſweet girl, my friend and pitcher. 


Tho? Fortune ever ſhuns my door— FA 
I know not what can thus bewitch her— 4 
With all my heart can I be poor, 
With my ſweet girl, my friend and icker 
My friend ſo rare, &c. 


6-891 


AIR 
7 
I HO” late I was plump, round and jolly, 


I now am as thin as a rod; 
Oh! love is the cauſe of my folly, — 
> TI ſoon ſhall lie under a ſod ! 
1 Sing natherum doodle, nagetty, tragedy rum, 
3 My didtherum, boodle, figetty nigetty mum. 
Dear KaTHLEEN, then, why did you ſlout me, 
A lad that's ſo coſye and warm, 
With every thing handſome about me, 
My cabin and ſnug little farm. 
Sing natherum doodle, &c. 
What, tho* I have ſcrap'd up no money, 
No duns at my chamber attend ; 
On Sunday I ride on my poney, 
And ſtill have a bit for a friend. 
Sing natherum doodle, &c. 
The cock courts his hens all around me, 
The ſparrow, the pigeon, and dove; 
Oh, how all this courting confounds me, 
When I look and think of my love ! 
. Sing natherum doodle, &c, 


DarsBy, 


Hoe. +. ates. 
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L 38 
Par RICK. 


A I R 
Fro Lex11P is proud of its cloſe ſhady bowers, 


Its clear falling waters and murm'ring caſcadss, 


Its grove of fine myrtle, its beds of ſweet flowers, 


Its lads ſo well drefs'd, and its neat pretty maids; | 


As each his own village muſt ſtill make the mot of, | 


In praiſe of dear Ca R To I hope I'm not wrong; 
Dear CAR TOR containing what kingdoms ma; 


boaſt of, . 
'Tis Nox AR, dear Nox Au! the theme of my ſong. 


Be gentlemen fine with their ſpurs and nice boots on, | 
Their horſes to ſtart on the Currah of Ki pA; 
Or dance at a ball with their Sunday new ſuits on, 


Lac'd waiftcoat, white gloves, and their nice 
powder'd hair: N 


Poor Par, while fo bleſt in his mean humble ſation, 4 
For gold or for acres he never ſhall long. 
One ſweet ſmile can give him the wealth of a natido, | 
From Nos an, dear Nox an, the theme of my ſor; 
aui 
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AIX FIT Z RO. 


| 4 Tur ſpring with ſmilling face is ſeen 


s _ To uſher in the May; 

4 And Nature, ciad in mantle green, 

f All ſorig'd with flow'rets gay: 
| * The featner'd ſongſters of the grove, 
| 4 Then join in harmony and love. 


I! c lark that ſoaring cleaves the ſkies, 

{A Low builds her humble neſt ; 

The rambling boy that finds the prize, 
Is ſure ſupremely bleſt ; 

For when the tuneful bird is flown, 

He haſtes and marks it for his own. 


AIR 


DERMOT. 


f Da AR Tou, this brown jug that now foains with 
F miid ale, | 

Put of which I now drink to ſueet K T of the vale, 
Nas once Ton x F ILLPOT, a thirſty old ſoul 

\s eber crack'd a bottle, or fathom'd a bowl; 

n boozing about *twas his praiſe to excell, 

nd amongſt jolly topers he bore off the bell. 


4 
1 i 


13 1 
It chanc'd as in dog days he ſat at his eaſe, 1 
In his flower-woven arbour, as gay as you pleaſe, | The 
With his friend and his pipe puffing ſorrow away, 
And with hearty old ſtingo was ſoaking his clay, 


88 V 


His breath doors of life, on a ſudden were ſhut, 

And he dy'd full as big as a Dorcheſter butt, } n 
His body when long in the ground it had lain, | He 
And time into clay had diſſolv'd it again, 0 
A potter found out in its covert ſo ſnug, Aan 


And with part of old Top he form'd this brown jig 
Now ſacred to friendſhip, to mirth and mild ale, 
So here's to my lovely ſweet KATE of the vale. 


2 * * 
AIR — FATE Luxx. 4 
You know I'm your prieſt, and your conſcience i} . 
mine, 


But if you grow wicked, tis not a good ſign ; 
So leave oft your raking, and marry a wife, 
And then, my dear Dar nr, you're ſettled for life. 

Sing Ballynamono, Oro, 
A good merry wedding for me. 


* 2 * n; z 2 * 


11 


1 The banns being publiſh'd, to chapel we go, 
The bride and the bridegroom with coats white as ſnow : 
5 o modeſt her air, and ſo ſheepiſh your look, 
ou out with your ring, and I pull out my book. 
i Sing, &c. 


F thumb out the place, and I then read away, 
e bluſhes at love, and ſhe whiſpers obey ; 


You take her dear hand to have and to hold, 


| 1 ſhut up my book, and pocket your gold. 


Sing, &c.— That ſnug little guinea for me. 


The neighbours wiſh joy to the bridegroom and bride, 
| , he pipers before us march ſide by ſide. 

= plentiful dinner gives mirth to each face, 

2 he pipers play up, myſelf I ſay grace. 

Sing, &c.——A good wedding dinner for me. 


be joke now goes round, and the ſtocking is thrown, 
4 he curtains are drawn, and you're both left alone; ; 
Dis then, my dear boy, I believe you at home, 
And hey for a baby at nine months to come. 


Ling, &c,——A good merry chriſtning for me. 
| AIR, 


[ 62 ] 


AIR. DAR RB. 


Suech KATHLEEN has prov'd ſo untrue, 
Poor Da RBW !—2h, what can you de! — 
No longer Ill ſtay here a clown, 

But ſel! off, and gallop to town: 

I'll dreſs, and I'll ſtrut with an air, 

The Barber ſhall frizzle my hair. 


In town I ſhall cut a great daſh— 

Bui how for to compaſs the caſh ?— 

At gaming, perhaps, I may win; 

With cards I can take the flats in ; 

Or trundle falſe dice, and they're nick'd; 
If found out —ſhall only be kick'd. 


Put firſt ſor to get a great name, 
A Duel eſtabliſh my fame; 
'To my man then a challenge I'll write ; 


But firſt I'll be ſure he wont fight: 
We'll ſwear not to part *till we fall, 


Then ſhoot without powder, and the Devil a b 
SO 


1 
ö 
3 E 


* 
7 
1 

7 | 


et 


1 63 ] 
SONGS IN ROSIN 14. 
TRIO. — WILLIAM, Rosixna, Ax b Pucers, 
1 Wurd the roſy morn appearing, 
; Paints with gold the verdant lawn, 
| 4 Bees, on banks of thyme diſporting, 
Sip the ſweets, and hail the dawn. 


Varbling birds the day proclaiming, 
| 3 Carol ſweet the I:vely ſtrain ; 

1 They forſake their leafy dwelling, — 
To ſecure the golden grain. 4 


See, content, the humble gleaner 
Take the ſcatter'd ears that fall! 
Nature, all her children viewing, 


= Kindly bounteous, cares for all! 


<> 
— ——_—_— — 


* - 7 


% * 
22 IO 


AIlR.—Pucse. # 

1 V urn William at eve meets me down at the ſtile, 
Ho ſweet is the nightingale's ſong ! = 
* the day I forget all the labour and toil, 4 
= While the moon plays yon branches among. 9 


—— — 
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By her beams, without bluſhing, I hear him complain, 
And believe every word of his ſong : 

You know not how ſweet 'tis to love the dear ſwain, 
While the moon plays yon branches among, 
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AIR. B EZLVITII I. 


HR mouth, which a ſmile, 
De void of all guile, 
Half opens to view, 
Is the bud of the roſe, 
In the morning that blows, 
Impearl'd with the dew. 


More fragrant her breath 
Than the flower-ſcented heath 
At the dawning of day; 

The hawthorn in bloom, 
The lily's perfume, 
Or the bloſſom of May. 
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CAPTAIN BELVILLE. 


AIR 


By dawn to the Downs we repair, 
With boſoms right jocund and pay, 
And gain more than pheaſant or hare, 


Gain health by the iports of the day, 


Mark !— Mark !—to the right hand prepare — 


See Diana, ſhe points—lee they riſe ! 
See they float on the boſom of air! 
Fire away! —whillt loud Echo replies, 
Fire away! — 
Hark !—the volley reſounds to the ſkies ! 
Whil& Echo in thunder replies— 
In thunder replies, 
And reſounds to the ſkies, 
Fire away !—Fire away !—Fire away! 


AIR 


CAPTAIN BELvILLie. 


From flower to flower gay roving, 
The wanton butterfly, | 
Does Nature's charms deſcry— 


From flower to flower, &c. 
E 


[ 66 J 
On wavy wings high mounting, 
If chance ſome child purſues, 


Forſakes the balmy dews, 
On wavy wings, &c. 


Thus wild, and ever changing, 
A ſportive buttertiy, 


I mock the Whining figh-: 


Still wild, and ever changing, 
A ſportive butterfly. 
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AIR 
VV cn ale 
HEN bidden to the wake or fair, 
The joy of each free-hearted ſwain, 
Till Pune promis'd to be there, 
I loiter'd laſt cf all the train. 


WILLIAM; 


If chance ſome fairing caught her eye, 
The ribbon gay or flken glove, 
With eager haſte I ran to buy; 
For what is gold compar'd to love? 
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E 
My poly on her boſom plac'd, 4 
Cou'd Hazry's ſweeter ſcents exhale ? | 
Her auburn locks my ribbon grac'd, 
And flutter'd in the wanton gale. 


With ſcorn ſhe hears me now complain, 
Nor can my ruſtic preſents move: 
Her heart prefers a richer ſwain, | 
And gold, alas! has baniſt'd love! 


4 $o(® es 
| | 
AIR BELVILL E. 5 


Lag bright Ros ix met my eyes, 
How peaceful paſs'd the joyous day! 
In rural ſports J gain'd the prize, 


Each virgin liſten'd to my lay. A 
But now no more I touch the lyre, & | 
No more the ruſtie ſport can pleaſe ; 4 


| live the ſlave of fond deſire, 
Loſt to myſelf, to mirth, and eaſe! | 
or Hy | The 


—— 


bo - - . 2 
et er ů ——————— —- 
— — — = - —_ 


— —— —— — — 
— — tn ons — 


— 
— — 


— — — — — = 
— — — . — 
— — = — 
— — — ̃ ꝰ́— — 


„„ 
The tree that in a happier hour 

Its boughs extended o'er the plain. 
When blaſted by the lightning's power, 

Nor charms the eye, nor ſhades the ſwain. 
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AIR——BELvVILLE. 


How bleſt, my Fair, who on thy face, 
Uncheck'd by fear, may fondly gaze ! 
Who, when he breathes the tender figh, 
Beholds no anger in thine eye! 

Ah, then, what joys await the ſwain 
Who ardent pleads, nor pleads in vain j 
Whoſe voice, with rapture all divine, 
Secure may ſay, This heart is mine 
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SONGS IN INKLE AND YARICO. /' 


AIR TRV DGE. 


A VOYAGE over ſeas had not enter'd my head, 
Had I known but on which fide to butter my bread : 
Heigh ho! ſure I—for hunger muſt die! 

I've faiPd like a booby—come here in a ſquall, 
Where, al:s! t:ere's no bread to be butter'd at all! 
O ho! Im a terrible booby! — 

O what a ſad booby am 1 


In Lox box, what gay chop-houſe ſigns in the ſtreet ! 
But the only ſign here is of nothing to eat. 
Heigh ho! that I—fer hunger ſhou'd die! 
My mutton's all loſt—Pm a poor ſtarving elf— 
And tor all the world like a loſt mutton myſelf ! 
O ho! 1 ſhall die a loſt mutton ! 
O what a loſt mutton am I 


For a neat ſlice of beef, I could roar like a bull: 
And my ſtomach's ſo empty, my heart is quite full. 
E 3 Heigh 
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1 
Heigh ho! that I—for hunger ſhould die! 
But, grave without meat, I muſt here meet my grave, 
For my bacon, I fancy, I never ſhall ſave. 
O ho! I ſhall ne'er ſave my bacon, not I 
J can't ſave my bacon, not I 


> don Go (tm _—.,,.,.... 4 
DUETT InxLE AND YAaRicCO, 
IN XL. 
O SAY, ümple Maid, have you form'd any notion 
Of all the rude dangers in croſſing the ocean? 
When winds whiſtle ſhrilly, ah, won't they remind you | 
To figh, wich regret, for the grot left behind you: 4 


YARICO. 


Ah, no !-—I cou'd follow, and ſail the world over, 
Nor think of my grot, when I look at my lover : 
Tie winds which blow round us, your arms for tc 
pillow, | 
Will lull us to ſleep, whilſt we're rock'd by each 
billow. 
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INK I. E. 
Chen ſay, lovely Lass, what if haply eſpying 


4 rich gallant veſſel, with gay colours flying {— 


\ SW +> 


1771 


e journey with thee, Love, to where the land 
narrows, 
and fling all my cares at my back with my arrows. 


BoT'H; 


O fay then, mv true-love, we never will ſunder, 

Nor ſhrink from the tempeſt, nor dread the big thunder. 
Waile conſtant, we'll laugh at all changes of weather, 
And journey all over the world both together. 


N 1 NN 


AIR PAT TY. 


1911 
| HIS maxim let ev'ry one hear, 
Proclaim'd from the North to the South, 
YVaatever comes in at your ear, 


Shou'd never run out at your mouth, 
We 


6:8: 4 | 
We Servants, like Servants of State, 1 
Shou'd liſten to all, and be dumb: 
Let others harangue and debate, 
We look wiſe—ſhake our heads—and are mum. 


The Judge, in full dignity dreſt, 
In filence hears Barriſters preach; 
And then, to prove ſilence is beſt, 
He'll get up, and give them a ſpeech, 
By fa irg but little, the maid 
Wil keep her ſwain under her tbumb; 
And the lover, that's true to his trade, 
Js certain to kiſs, and cry mum. 


„„ 4 * D 


AIR Rondeau) NARCISSA. 


Mass wou'd oſt, his conqueſt over, 
T'o the Cyprian Goddeſs yield; 
Verxus gloried in a lover, 
Who, like him, cou'd brave the field. 
Mas wou'd oft, &c. 


E 

J In the cauſe of battles hearty, 
Still the God wou'd ſtrive to prove, 
He who fac'd an adverſe party, 

[ Fitteſt was to meet his love. 


Mas wou'd oft, &c. 


| 

| | 
| Hear then, Captains, ye who bluſter, 4 
Hear the God of War declare, = 
Cowards never can paſs muſter ; 

, Coarage only wins the fair. 

f Mas wou'd oft, &c. 
; 
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AIR 


4 Wur ſhould J vain fears diſcover ? 
4 Prove a dying, ſighing, ſwain? 
Why turn ſhilly-ſhally lover, 

Only to prolong my pain ? 


CAWPLYE YT. 
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When we woo the dear enſlaver, 

Boldly aſk, and (ſhe will grant; 

3 How ſhould we obtain a favour, 

[n P But by telling what we want ? 
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Should the nymph be found comply ing, 
Nearly then the battle's won ; 
Parents think 'tis vain denying, 
Wen half our work is fairly done, 
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AI en 


RuuEMBER when we walk'd alone, ” 
And heard fo gruff the lion growl ; X 
And when the moon ſo bright it ſhone, 
We ſaw the wolf look up and how! ; 
I led you well, ſafe to our cell, 
While tremblingly 
You ſaid to me, 
And kiſs'd ſo ſwcet—Dear Wows « 1, tell, 
How cou'd I live without ye; 


But now you come ac roſs the ſea, 
And tell me here no monſters roar ; 
You'll walk alone and leave poor me, 


When wolves to fright you howl no more 
B:' 4 


1 
But, ah! think well on our old cell, 
? Where tremblingly 
You kiſs'd poor me— 


Perhaps you'll ſay - Dear Wowsx1, tell, 
1 How can J live without ye? 


—_ 7 7 " &..7F LY ad a. 
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AIR 


Pc. orotto was the ſweeteſt place! 

The bending bows, with fragrance glowing, 
Would check the brook's impetuous pace, 
Wich murmur'd to be ſtopt from flowing. 
or him did cares my boſom fill; — 

1 lh! think on this, and love me till, 


4 


Tis then my boſom firſt knew fear,— 
4 Fear to an Indian maid a ftranger— 
Tne war ſong, arrows, hatchet, ſpear, 
All warn'd me of my lover's danger, 
Per him did cares my boſom fill; 
„ ! think on this, and love me (ill, 
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AIR 
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AI R PAT Tx. 


—_— | 
1 HO' Lovers, like Markſmen, all aim at the he 
Some hit wide of the mark, as we wenches alk 
But all the bad ſhots, he's the worſt in the art, 
Who ſhoots at a pigeon, and kills a crow. 
O ho! 
Your maſter has kill'd a crow. 


At random thcy ſhoot, and let fly as they go; 
So your Maſter, u»ſkil'd how to level at wives, 
Has ſhut at a pigeon, and kili'd a crow, 
O ho! &c. 


Love and money thus waſted, in terrible trim ! 
His powder is ſpent, and his ſhot running low: 
Yet the pigeon he miſs'd, I've a notion, with iin 
Will never, for ſuch a miſtake, pluck a cruv. 
No! No! 
Your Maſter may keep his crow. 


When younkers go out, the firſt time in their live; i 
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T'RUDGE. 


AIR 


A CLERK [| was in Lox Dbox gay, 
Jemmy linkum feedle; _ 

And went in boots to ſee the play, 
Merry fiddlem tweedle. 

I march'd the lobby, twirl'd my ſtick, 

N A Diddle, daddle, deedle ; 

The Girls all cry'd, He's quite the kick 

O Jemmy linkum feedle ! 


* Hey !—for America I fail, 4 
| 2 Yankee. doodle deedle ; 1 
; The Sailor-boys cry'd, Smoke his tail ! 4 

9 Jemmy linkum feedle. 
1 On ENGLISH Belles I turn'd my back, 
«: Diddle, daddle, deedle ; h 
And got a foreign Fair, quite Black, | 
| O twaddle, twaddle, tweedle. 


Your 


„ 
Your Lox box Girls, with roguiſh trip, 
Wheedle, whaddle, wheedle, 
May boaſt their pouting under lip, 
Fiddle, faddle, ſeedle. 4 
My Wowsx? wou'd beat a hundred ſuch, . 
Diddle, daddle, deedle, 
Whoſe upper lip pouts twice as much, 
O pretty doudle wheedle ! 
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Rings I'll buy to deck her toes 
Jemmy linkum feedle— 

A feather fine ſhall grace her noſe ; 
Waving ſidle ſeedle ; 

With jealouſy I ne'er ſhall burſt ; 
Who'd ſteal my bone of bone- a? 

A white OTHELLo—I can truſt 
A dingy DESDPEMORNA. 
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SONGS IN THE FAIR AMERICAN. 


AIR. CHARLOTTE. 
WIN unrelenting fates ordain 

That lovers ne'er ſhall meet again, 

at object round can joy impart, 

Or wean from woe the bleeding heart? 

In ſhades, and ſilent ſcenes, we find 

The only joy that ſoothes the mind; 

There, uncontroul'd, fond thoughts may rove, 
And back recall the hours of love. 


But ah ! when balmy hope 1s fled, 
To pleaſure's voice the heart is dead; 
Then mem'ry only wakes to ſhew 
How deep the wretch is ſunk in wos 


1 The ſailor thus, who, far from ſhore, 
ears all night long the tempeſt roar, 


Soon as the morning lights the ſkies, 
Beholds his veſſel bulge, and dies! 


AIR 
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AI R. - RAC HA Z1. 


Wurx CuP1D, little fly rogue, blooming #1 
and young, 
Firſt wounds the lover's heart, how ſweet's a woman“ 
to gue! | 
We rob the bees of honey, if we ſpeak or ſing, 
But when the knot is tied, each word has then a ſling, 
"Tis all click clack whate'er we ſay, 


Both jarring might and noon ; 
But ring the changes ſtill each day, 
And talk things into tune. 


About his cage with joy the nimble ſquirrel climb< 
His priſon quite forgets, whilſt tinkling go the chime:;,Þ 2 
Thus huſbands, manag'd well, though fetter'd tot, 
ground, 5 
Think when they ſhake their chains, there's muſicÞ ? 
in the ſound. ö 
*Tis all click clack, &c. 


a1 


E 3 
AIR — (Nendeau) CHARLOTTE, 


Aviv! ye fleeting hours of love, 
That flole unmark'd away; 

And fondly promis'd once to prove 

hy As bleit each future day. 

Where yonder vi'lets ſcent the vale, 
I met the faithful youth; 

There firſt he breath'd his tender tale, 
And vow'd eternal truth, 

Such joys are paſt! no more we meet 
Theſe well-known haunts among ; 
When Love's muſician pipes ſo ſweet 

Her plaintive ev'ning ſong. 


SE 2 
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; Adieu! ye fleeting hours, &c, 
„ 


. 1 Doe. 


AIR BALE 


e I ET young fops and old ſops of all ranks combine, 
To flock like trim jackdaws to fa !.ion's vain ſhrine ; 
In ſuch, if one moment they're worthy of note, 

ED pinion is only the cut of a coat : 
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2 J 
For my part, I'll ſteadily ſtick to one mode, 
Tho' my faſhion is old, 'tis Engliſh and good. 
All cure ſure our enemies think we are paſt, 
Or they never would ſmuggle their taylors ſo faſt; 


If things now go wrong, that they'll mend where”; 
the chance, 
When the nation is put in ſtrait wailtcoats by F 
In the days of Queen Bess, fine beaux were all ſecn 
With lace rufts, two yards round, quill'd under che chig; 
For my part, &c, 


Then an Engliſhman dreſſed in ſtile all his own, 
And the fea was his empire, the globe was his throne: 
Since this is acknowledg'd, I'll ſtick to my mode, 
Tho' my faſhion is old, 'tis Engliſh and good. 

For my part, &c. 
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AIR — AN GELICX. 


How ſerenely the morning firſt ope's its meck eye, 

And looks like an angel with ſmiles from the ſæy; 
Vet ere noon ſome black tempeſt with terror ſhall ſound, 

And the Spring's tender bloſſom is blown to the ground. 


Thus it fares with our hopes, when love kills the heart; | 
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In ſunſhine they riſe, and in clouds ſtill depart; ; 
hut Ve us herſelf never ſhines in her ſphere, | | 
BZ Till that mourner, the Night, bathes her cheeks with 4 
T1 a tear, 


** 2-1 Golf (Ton Gord 


AIR \ 
F [CKLE youth thro'the garden of beauty may range, 4 


— 
And from fair one to fair one inconſtantly change; 


SUMMERS. 


_ * ＋ 
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Like the bee, in the bell of the cowſlip repoſe, ; 
Steal a kiſs from the lily, then wing to the rote : 


—_ 


But ſhould Hy men once happen the ſpoiler to meet, 


7 
PR _ 


He compels him, for life, to enjoy the ſame ſweet ; 
| : Nor complain of hard fate; but imprint on your mind, = 
bat true pleaſure ſhould be like rich colours confin'd. 

gn | F lan- 


L 84 J 
Mars tne drop that diſtils from a cloud as it eroſt. 
[it falls on the ſea, how for ever 'tis loſt, 
And paſtion divided, like a ſpark will depart ; 
But when IIx MEN has fix'd it, a flame lights the hear 


AIR CARBINE. 


. 
| YHOUD Love throw a ſhell, 
What ſoldier can tell 
On which ſide the danger may fall? 
By a glance from the eye, 
Your poor CARBINE may die, 
As if ſhot thro' the heart by a ball, 


When a beauteous maid, 
With glitt'ring parade, 
Appears in tlie blaze of ber charms, 
To reſiſt is in vain, 
We're ta'en pris'ners or ſlain, * 
So I always lay down my arms. 


AIR 


[-.85-] 


AIR ANGELICA. 


Au ceaſe fond youth to plead again; 
Too ſoon I muſt unfold 

The ſecret cauſe of all my pain, 
Which ſtill I wiſh untold. 

Like one in exile doom'd to roam, 7M 
When diſtant I ſhall be, 

My thoughts ſhall always dwell at home, 
With gratitude and thee, 
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AIR BALE. 
Pzupexce hath been long confeſt 


Valour*s better part to be; 
Of two Generals he's the beſt 
Who with caution acts like me. 
Were I by trade 
A fizhting blade, 
This maxim ſhou'd 
With me hold good, 
That he who fights and runs away, 
May live to fight another day. 


DxaxrtADNOUGHT., 


AIR 


7 
Y E gallant fouls that beat ſo high, 

With ExGcLandD's glory in each vein : 
From his example learn to die, 

Whoſe honour never knew a ſtain. 


At break of day two ſaii appear'd, 
And on the larboard quarter ſtood : 

For action ſtrait the decks were clear'd, 
Which ſoon, alas! were dy'd with blood 


My friend maintain'd th' unequal fight, 
Til bringing all bis guns to bear; | 

With red hot balls their thunder fright, 
And up one Frenchman blew in air, 


The other ſtruck her colours now, 

But Oh, toc late his life to ſave 
For, ere the hoſtile flag was low, 

A. 150% had mark'd him for the grave 


AIR 
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AIR BoR EAS. 


N. 
1 HRO? winds and waves, in days that are no more, 
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held the helm, and ne'er ran foul of ſhore : ö 
[n pitch dark nights my reck'ning prov'd fo true, we 
We rode out ſafe the hardeſt gale that blew. i 
And when for fight the ſignal high was ſhewn, 1 


Thro' fire and ſmoke old Box EAs ſtrait bore down 
And now my timbers are not fit for fea, 
Vid EnGLAaNnD's wooden walls my toaſt ſhall be. 
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From age to age, as ancient ſtory ſhews, 


We rul'd the deep, in ſpite of envious foes ; W 
And ſtill aloft, tho* worlds combine, we'll riſe, "1 
if all at home are ſplic'd in friendly ties. 1 þ 
In loud broadſides we'll tell both FRANCE and SPAIN, 9 0 
We're own'd by NE TUNE ſov'reigns of the main. #4 


Oh, would my timbers now were fit for ſea ! 
Yet Ex61axD's wooden walls my toaſt ſhall be. 


AIR 
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A]TR——_SUMMER Ss. 


Tur image dear upon my heart 
So deep is grav'd by love; 
No time or change can make it part, 
Or wean my thoughts to rove. 
Time from his wings diſpenſes ſtill 
Some charm unknown before; 
With love increas'd my heart to fill, 
And bind me to adore. 


Thus medals bear th' imperial grace, 
And are with wonder ſhewn : 

Whole ages can't the ſtamp deface, 
Until they're melted down. 


+> A m\ do C++ 


AIR——CHARLOQTTE. 


I: the prime of the year, when ſoſt nightingales ſing, 

And young May prints a kiſs on the cheek of the 
| Spring; | 

That, ve ſwains, is the ſeaſon, to woo the coy fair, 

For their looks will diſcloſe what they bluſh to declare, 


9 J 


Cui flies from old Winter, with ſacws on his head, 

And thro? all his chill reign, he aims ſhafts tipt with 
lead ; 

But ia Summer, the God flies on pinions ſo bold, 

He drops ſweets from his wings, and ſhoots arrows 
of gold. 


* i, ; Ze. 


AIR — CAR RBIN x. 
A SOLDLER': life is always ſweet, 


In ev*ry town a fair we meet ; 

The martial drum, and gay cockade, 
Is ſure to win each village maid : 

To diſtant climes with him ſhe'd go, 
And brave each toil and threat'ning toe 
But this the Soldier's rule ſnou'd be, 
Love ſtili the Fair—yet till be free. 


Wo 


Tho' beauty boaſts of pow*rful charms, 
More fatal far than hoſtile arms ; 
From ambuſh tl o' the Pair ruſh on, 
Yet never let the ſoldier run. | 
Bold 
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Bold as a hon, let him prove 
The ſa!l ies of impetuous love: 
For ever this his rule ſhou'd be 


To love the Fair, yet ſtill be free, \ 

e S 

AIR BOREAS, 
FC 

Ir you'll conſent, my lovely dear, 

To be a Sailor's wiſe, : | W 
By truth you'll always find him * e 
Throughout the cruize of life. Ro 


No jealous winds with rage ſhall roll 
To veer his courſe from love; 


True as the needle to the pole, [ : 
His heart ſhall ever prove. « 
I've been on IN DIA's WEalt: ny cnn. a 
But nothing there I prize © 
Like rubies, which thoſe lips can boaſt, _ 
Like diamonds in thoſe eyes. Th 


. 
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AN IRISH SONG. 


| Wund I took my departure from Dux 


{ſweet town, | 
And for EN GLAND's own felf thro” the ſeas I did 
plow, 
For four long days I was toſs'd up and down, 
Like a quid of chew'd hay in the throat of a cow ! 
While afraid off the deck in the ocgan to flip, Sir, 
[ clung, like a cat, a fait hold for to keep, Sir, 
Round about the big poſt that grows out of the ſhip, Sir, 
© I never thought more to ſing Lango Lee! 


Thus ſtanding ſtock ſtill, all the while I was moving, 
Till IS ELAN D's dear coaſt I faw clean out of fight; 
Myſelf the next day, a true Iriſhman proving, 
When leaving the ſhip on the ſhore for to light, 
As the board they put out was too narrow to quarter, 
The firſt ſtep I took, it was in ſuch a totter, 
That I jump'd upon land, to my neck up in water, 
O that was no time to ſing Lango Lee! 5 
ut 


aw * 


— + q 
goon — 
r 


= — S 
— — * 


2 N 
7 
as 
- in 
#1 
- 
* # 
g 
* 


. * * 
I. 
1 — — — — * —_ 
> * . 2 * 
, » . ow * — 3 ads 
_ - . 4 — 5 — 
— X * Mz * EE; 
* 4 2 — N 


— — 
— 
— 


2 


k * 1 
But as ſharp cold and hunger I never yet knew more, 
And my ſtomach and bowels did grumble and grow! ; 
? thought the beſt way to get each in good humour, 
Was to take out the wrinkles of each, by my ſoul: 
So 1 went to a houſe where roaſt meat they provide, Sir, 
With a whirligig, which up the chimney I ſpy'd, Sir, 
And which grinds all their ſmoke into powder beſide, 
Sir, 


Tis true as I'm now ſinging Lango Lee 


Then I went to the Landlord of all the Stage Coaches, 
That ſet fail for Lox pox each night in the week, 
To whom I obnoxiouſly made my approaches, 
As a birth aboard one I was come for to ſeek ; 
Nut as for th' inſide I'd no caſh in my caſket, 
Says I, With your leave, I make bold, Sir, to aſk i; 
When the coach is gone oft, pray what time goes the 
baſket, 
For there I can ride and ſing Lango Lee 


When, making his mouth up, The baſket, ſays he, Sir, 
Goes after the coach a full hour or two; 

Very well then ſays I, that's the thing juſt for me, Sit, 
But the Devil a word that he told me was true; 


If 
Fi 
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For tho? one went before, and the other beb ind, Sir, 

hey ſet off cheek · by jole, at the very ſame time, Sir, 

So the ſame day at night I ſet off by moonſſine, Sir, 
All alone by myſelf finging Lango Lee 


u, long life to the Moon, for 2 brave noble creature, 
That ſerves us with lamp-light each night in the dark, 
While the Sun only ſhines in the day, which by natare 

Wants no light at all, as you all may remark ; 

But as for the Moon, by my ſoul I'll be bound, Sir, 
lt wou'd fave the nation a great many pounds, Sir, 
To ſubſcribe to light him up all the year round, Sir, 

O, merrily then I'd ſing Lango Lee! 


„Je — <4.» 


THE SAILOR ADVICE, 


Le you mean to ſet ſail for the land of delight, 

And in wedlock's ſoft hammocks to ſwing ev'ry night; 
If you think that your voyage {»cceſ-ful will prove, 
Fill your ſajls with affection, your cabins with love. 


Let 


3 hw - _ 
—2— — 


— TNT 


— 5 — * 2 
- — >. - E 1 2 2 — - < 
þ< 4 a 3 - * 2 „ * = 1 
wo 2 2 > : . a ® 
— = iS OG 2 _ +” — 1 
- 2 l = 2 — 3 3 n 
2 p 4 F I 5 5 . - _ * DR 


2 4 44 4 W 3 
rr 
* 88 r * 222 > * -4 ; 


+ — 
S = 


e 


Let your heart, like the main- maſt, ve ever upright, T 
And the union you boaſt like your tackle be tight; 
Of the ſhoals of Indiff'rence be ſure to keep clear, 86 


And the quickſands of Jealouſy never come near. 


— 


If huſbands e'er hope to live peaceable lives, 
They muſt reckon themſelves, give the helm to their 
| wives; 9 
| For the ev'ner we go, boys, the better we fail, 
And, on ſhip-board, the head is till rul'd by the tail, A 


Then lit to your pilot, my boys, and be wiſe, 

If my precepts you ſcorn, and my maxims deſpiſe, 1 
A brace of proud antlers your brows may adorn, 

And a Hundred to one but you double CAPE Hoe x, T 


4 Gol de. F 


THE R TAR. 


| V/ HEN my money” was gone which I gain'd in 4 
| the Wars, 
And the world ' gan to frown on my fate, 
What matter'd my zeal, or my honoured ſcars, 
When Indifference ſtood at each gate. 


„ 


The face that wou'd ſmile when my purſe was well lin'd, 


Shew'd a different aſpe& to me; 
So when I could nought but Ingratitude find, 
I hy'd me once more to the ſea. 


thought it unwiſe to repine at my lot, 
Or to bear with cold looks on the ſhore ; 
50 I pack'd up the trilling remnants I'd got, 
And a trifle, alas, was my ſtore ! 


A handkerchief held all the treaſure I had, 
Which over my ſhoulder I threw ; 

ay then I trudg'd with a heart rather ſad, 
To join with ſome jolly ſhip's crew. 

The ſca was leſs troubled by far than my mind, 
But, when the wide main I ſurvey'd, 

| could not help thinking the world was unkind, 
And Fortune a ſlippery jade. 


But I (wear (if once more I ſhould take her in tow) 
I will let the ungrateful ones ſee, 

That the turbulent waves and the billows can ſhow 
More kindneſs than they did to me. 
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AN IRISH DRINKING SONC. 
By Mr. DiB DIN. 


Or the Ax cIEN Ts it's ſpeaking my ſou! you'd b: 
after, 
That they never got how come you ſo; 
Would you ſerioully make the good folks die vis 
laughter? 
To be ſure their dog's tricks we don't know: 
With your ſmaliliou nonſenſe, and all your queer 
bodderns, 
Since Whiſkey's a liquor divine; 
To be ſure the old Ancients, as well as the Moderne, 
Did not like a ſip of good Wine ? | 


Ar1ic1vus and sor, as authors aſſure us, 
Would ſwig till as drunk as a beaſt; 


Then what do you think of that rogue Epicurvus, 


Was he not a tight hand at a feaſt ? 
With your ſmaliliou, &c. 


ALEXAN DT?“ 


6 
ALEXANDER the Great at his banquets who drank 
hard, | 

When he no more worlds could ſubdue, 
Shed tears to be ſure, but 'twas tears of the Tankard, 
To refreſh him, and pray would not you? 
| With your ſmaliliou, &c. 
Then that to'ther old fellow, they call'd Ar1iSTOTLE, 
Such a devil of a 'Tipler was he, 


That one night, having taken too much of the Bottle, 


The taif ſtagger'd into the ſea, 
With your ſmaliliou, &c. 


Then they made of their wine what they call'd a li- 
bation, 
Which, as all authority quotes, 
They threw on the ground—mugha what boderation, 
To be ſure *twas not thrown down their throats. 
| With your ſmaliliou, &c, 
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KATE OF ABERDOVEY, 


By Mr. Mov1 vs. 


IN ABERDOVEY dwelt a laſs, 
The faireſt ever ſeen; 

Her ſmiles ſo ſweetly did ſurpaſs, 
The nymphs that trip'd the green; 

To her young TAF x tun'd his lyre, 
For he could ſweetly play ; 

And as his fingers touch'd the wire, 
He warbled thus his lay ; 

Love, I pray thee ſmile, look you, 
In pity then on poor Ar-HuGn, 

Or elſe deſpairingly he'll figh, 
For KATE of ABERDOVEY. 


Bur ſhe regarded not his ſtrain, 
Wlach made him ſad at heart; 
For love, look you, will give hur pain, 
And leave a cruel ſmart : 
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Dejected then he touch'd his lyre, 
Which ſoftly ſeem'd to ſay, 

O cruel fate, thus to require 
My love, and not repay ! 
Love I do pray thee, &c. 


The maid at length, with pity fraught, 
Gave ear unto his tale ; 
Which, as the pleaſing notes he caught, 
He echo'd thro? the vale; 
Then tun'd again the warbling lyre 
To ſounds ſo ſweetly gay; 
As Ox RHE us did, when from below 
He fetch'd bis wife away. 
Love ] do pray thee, &c. 


| 41) Y-ouCe{ mmm——_ —_—— 
SHE VOW'D TO DIE A MAID. 


Is am'rous mood—young STREPHON long 
Had told a melting tale ; 
And tun'd his pipe, and rais'd his ſong 
To Fanny. of the vale; 
G 2 The 


ted 


| [ 100 J 
The blooming nymph attentive heard, 
Whate'er the ſhepherd ſaid ; 
And oft as ſeriouſly declar'd, 
And vow'd to die a maid. 


The ardent youth, his ſuit to gain, 
And all her fears remove, 

Said, that ſuch vows were held in vain. 
By jupiter and Love; 

Then graſp'd her hand, and look'd and ſigh'd, 
And ev'ry art diſplay'd, 

Yet itill ſhe jeeringly reply'd, 
I vow I'll die a maid ! 


The Church in view, acroſs the mead. 
He pointed to the place ; 

The fair one let him gently lead, 
And ſoon ſaid Hy men's grace: 

With ſparkling eye ſhe view'd the ſwain, 
And laughingly ſhe ſaid, 

Tis your fault if my vows remain 

To let me die a maid, 


POOk 
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POOR TOM; OR THE SAILOR'S EPITAPH, 4 
By Mr. DIB DIN. 7 | 


Hers, a ſheer hulk, lies poor Tou BoW LI x SG, 
The darling of our crew ; 
No more he?!l hear the tempeſt's howling, 
For death has broach'd him to. | 
Ulis form was of the manlieſt beauty, „ tl 
His heart was kind and ſoft ; ( 
Faithful below he did his duty, 
And now he's gone aloft, 


Tom never from his word departed, 
His virtues were ſo rare; 

His friends were many and true hearted, 

His Pol was kind and fair; 
And then he'd ſing ſo blythe and jolly, 

Ah, many's the time and oft 
But mirth is turn'd to melancholy, 

For Tom is gone aloft ! | 

Yet 


268] 

Yet ſhall poor Tow find pleaſant weather, 
When he, who all commands, 

Shall join, to call hfe's crew together, 
The word to pipe all hands. 

Thus Death, who Kings and Tars diſpatches, 
In vain Tou's life has doft ; 

For tho? his body's under hatches, 

His foul is gone aloft! 


4+ dune * = Pointe, ' 
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JEM OF ABERDEEN, 
Sung by Miſs LE ARVY, at VAUXHALL, 


The tuneful lav*rocks cheer the grove, 
And ſweetly ſmiles the ſummer green, 
Now o'er the mead I love to rove, 
Wy bonny Jem of ABERDEEN: 
When'er we ſit beneath the broom, 
Or wander o'er the lee; 
He's always wooing, wooing, WOOINg, = 


Always wooing me, 
| He's 


E 408-1] bl 
He's freſh and fair as flow'rs in May, 4 
The blytheſt lad of a' the green, A 
How ſweet the time will paſs away, * 
WY bonny Jeu of ABERDEEN! 1 
When'er we ſit, &c. 
Wi' joy J leave my father's cot, 
Wi' ilka ſport of glen or green, 
Well pleas'd to ſhare the humble lot 
Of bonny Jem of ABERDEEN, 
When'er we fit, &c. 
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HARK! HARK! AWAY! 
Sung by Mr. IncLEbon. 


Tur ſable clad curtain's undrawn, 
The lark ſweetly carols on high; 


» 


Quickly opens the eye of the morn, 
See, the ſun-beams are gilding the ſky ! 
The huntſman he throws off the hounds, | 
'The horns wind a tedious delay ; 
And the heart of each ſportſinan elated rebounds, 
In expecting the ſummons of hark, hark away! 
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Hark ! a burſt gives the ſignal for chace, 
Thro' woodlands we daſhing purſue; 
While the Fox, fleet as wind, winds his pace, 
Till the huntſman proclaims him in view : 
Now his ſtrength and his cunning's a mort, 
See, the dogs ſeize in triumph their prey | 


While the death of the game gives new life to the ſport, 


And echoes re-echo with hark, hark away! 


Now for Liberty Hall we repair, 
To repleniſh the joys of the field; 
Where good humour combines with the fair, 
And the wife ſmiles, obedience to yield: 
Vhile the Bottle and Bowl both unite 
To vie with the ſports of the day, 
Let Bumpers go round, to the ſportſman's delight. 
And all join in the chorus of hark, hark away 
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THE TRAITOR's SO DEAR, 
By Mr. DiBDIx. 


Wurd Fairies are lighted by night's ſilver queen, 
And feaſt in the meadow, or dance on the green; 

My Cru ur leaves his harrow, his plough, and his ſlail, 
By yon oak to fit near me, and tell his fond tale; 
And tho' I'm aſſur'd the ſame vows were believ'd 

By PaTTY, and RuTH, he forſook and deceiv'd; 
vet his words are ſo ſweet, and like truth ſo appear, 
That I pardon the 'Treaſon—the Traitor's ſo dear. 


[ {aw the firaw bonnet he bought at the fair, 

The roſe-colour'd ribbands to deck Jexxy's hair, 
The ſhoe-ties of Br1DpGerT, and, flill worſe than this, 
The gloves he gave Peccr for ſtealing a kiſs: 

All this did I ſee, and with heart-rending pain, 

Swore to part—yet I know, when I ſee him again, 
His words and his looks will like truth ſo appear 


I ſhall pardon the Treaſon—the Traitor's ſo dear. 
BONNY 


L 106 ] 


BONNY BLYTHSOME NANNY, 


Sung by Mr. InCLEDoNn, 


FartweLL ambitious gilded toys, 
Which late my fancy drew; 

Farewell ye vain imperfect joys, 
Ye flattering dreams, adieu! 

This alter*d breaſt no more invade, 
Let love fill ev'ry cranny, 

With paſſion for the beauteous maid— 
My bonny blithſome Nanny. 


The gay coquet let others woo, 
And patient play the fool ; 
Now Jaugh, now cry, for ever true 
To her capricious rule; 
While ſhe, with ſtudied treach'rous wiles, 
Endeavours to trepan ye, 
How dear the fond, the artleſs ſmilcs 
Of bonny blithſome NN & Y. 


* 
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„ 

From Fair to Fair no more I'll rove, 
Indulging each deſire ; 

While each new beauty once could move, 
Each wanton glance inſpire + 

Of all the nymphs whom Proven vs views, 
Had I my choice of any, 

Ye Pow'rs, with raptures then I'd chooſe 
My bonny blythſome NAN R ! 


de Prins 2.7 
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PD THINK ON THEE MY LOVE, 
Sung by Mr. IX UE DO. 


I N ſtorms, when clouds obſcure the ſky, 
And thunders roll, and lightnings fly, 
In midſt of all thoſe dire alarms 
I'd think, my SaLLY, on thy charms : 
The troubled main, 
'The wind and rain, 
My ardent paſſion prove; 
Laſh'd to the helm, 
Shou'd ſeas o'erwhelm, 
I'd think on thee my love ! 


[ 108 J 
When rocks appear on ev'ry ſide, 
And art 15 vain the ſhip to guide \ 
In varied ſhapes when death appears, 
The thoughts of thee my boſom cheers; 


The troubled main, F 
The wind and rain, A 
U 


My ardent paſſion prove; 
Laſh'd to the helm, 
Should ſeas o'erwhelm, 

I'd think on thee my Love. 


Hut ſhou'd the gracious Pow'rs be kind, | ix 
Diſpel the gloom, and ſtill the wind, iy 
And waft me to thy arms once more, OT 
Safe to my long-loſt native ſhore ; Ea 


No more the main, 


I'd tempt again, 74 


But tender joys improve; | T1 
] then with thee, Nc 
Should happier be, Ar 


And think on nought but love. 
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THE JOLLY SPORTS MAN. 


Wrrir pleaſure the huntſman he welcomes the 
| morn, | 1 
Erliven'd and cheer'd with the ſound of the horn ; 1 
All eager ſly Reynard the Fox to purſue, 1 
| With dogs and with hounds to the ſcent ever true; 
Arouſe then, ye ſpor:\men, at break of the morn, 
And attend to the call of the echoing horn, 
That over the fields and the meadows reſounds, 
And join in the cry of the huntſman and hounds ! 


| Well mounted, o'er hedges and ditches they fly, 

| While ſweet tally-ho rends the neighbouring ſky ! 

Till the victim, run down and lies panting for breath, 

Each ſpurs on his ſteed to be in at the death. 

Aroule then ye ſportſmen, &c. M 

| The chace given o'er, now all jocund and gay it 

| The roſy-fac'd huntſmen, as freſh as the day, 

Now give to the bottle their cares and dull ſorrow, 

And drink in a bumper the joys of to-morrow. 
Arouſe then ye ſportſmen, &c. 
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STREPHON AND SYLVIA, 


Sung by Mr. IncLevox. 


"J- 
L IS not STREPHON's form I prize, 
Nor the ſparkling of his eyes ; 
But his words and kiſſes ſweet, 
When at eve we fondly meet; 
When of love he eager talk'd, 
As by mooon-light once we walk'd, 
Bluſhes quick my cheeks array'd, 
Which her beams as ſoon betray'd. 


Bluſhes, I could not conceal, 


Shew'd him what my heart did feel; 


STREPHON aſk'd me for my hand, 
Could I ſuch a youth withſtand ? 
No, I could not, but reply'd, 

SYLVIA will be STREPHON's bride; 
Maidens ſay not I'm to blame, 

Sure you would have aid the ſame ! 


DEAR 


EA 


DEAR MARY; OR THE SAILOR's ADIEU! 
Sung by Mr. IN cLE DON. 


FaREWELI. to OLD ENGLAND, thy white cliffs 
adieu! | 

Can the gale be auſpicious that bears me from you? 
Tho' oceans divide me as wide as the pole, | 4 
No diſtance can change the true love of my ſoul: 

As well might my meſſmates determine to bale 

All the waters chat fill up old NEF TURN E“'s great pail, * 
As direct my firm mind from its fond thought of you, 70 
Farewell to OLD ENGLAND, dear Maxy adieu! . 


Dear Max v adieu! can that ſhip go to wreck, 


of 

Where every plank bears your ſweet name on the deck ? * 
Nay, many love knots on the tops I have made, 63 
While guileleſs my ſhip- mates at chequers have play'd; 1 | 
Their ſports are not paſtime but ſorrow to me, 9 
My mind is more happy in ſighing to thee! by. 
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More happy by far when thinking of you, 
For the hope of return takes the ſting from adieu! 
\R Yes! 
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Ves! the hopes of return, all the joy of a Tar, 

'Tis his compaſs, his helm,—'Tis his guide and his 
ſtar; | 

"Tis impreſs'd on his boſom the moment he ſails, 

It ſhortens long nights, and it quickens light 92les ; 

The dull midnight watch it ſends limping away, 

And d2wns a new hope on his mind with the day; 

With rapture it makes his affections to burn, 

And changes adieu into welcome return ! 


— 


N — 
THE DREAM, 


By William HayYLEY, £77. 


Srav O, ſtay ! thou lovely ſhace, 
Brought by ſleep to ſorrow's aid; If 
Ah, the ſweet illuſion ends, 
Light and reaſon, crue| friends, 
Bid me not with frantic care 
Vainly worſhip fleeting air! 


En 


Night returns on rapid wing, 

Round my head thy poppies fling ; 
Hateful day, thy reign be brief, 
Darkneſs is the food of grief; 

Could'it thou, Sleep, my dream reſtore, 
J ſhould wiſh to wake no more. 


4 ꝗ 2 — De. 
THE FAITHFUL STREAM. 
Fr OM tree to tree, from flow'r to flower, 
Th' inconſtant zephyr ſtrays; 


Not e'en the ſweeteſt roſe hath pow'r 
To fix its wand'ring breeze. 


The faithful ſtream that round yon hill 
Its winding current leads; 

In its firſt channel murmurs ſtill, 
Nor roves to diſtant meads. 


Ah, heedleſs youth, behold in them 
The emblem of our flame; 
Thine, rover, is the wand'ring breeze, 


And mine the faithful fiream ! 
| Ti 


THE 
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THE HOBBY HORSE. 


Wu ſhou'd the friends of young Cu ip, 
Pining, whining, ſighing, 
Conſider each mortal as ſtupid, 
Who's not for ſome miſtreſs dying? 
Since the journey of life's on a road rough, tho' wide, 
Pray let each man, in quiet, his hobby horſe ride, 
Our own courſe regarding, not croſling a brother, 
Or ſecking to joſtle, or croſs one another. 


Why ſhould we, gay ſons of Baccnyvs, 
Laughing, ſinging, and drinking; 
Tho' dull Care can never attack us, 
Deny there's pleaſure in thinking. 
Since the journey, &c. 
Tho' there's delight in a bottle, 
Firing, wounding and killing, 
We had rather hear glaſſes ratile, 
And wine for blood be ſpilling. 
Since the journey, &c. 
Blamir! 
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Blaming others 1s folly, 
Loving, fighting, or mellow, 

For the grave, the valiant and jolly, 
May each be a worthy fellow. 


Since the journey, &. 


-N. Does 


ANNA; OR THE ADIEU! 


Wurx the ſails catch the breeze, and the anchor 
is weigh'd, 


To bear me from Ax & A, my beautiful maid; 


Ihe top- maſt aſcending, 1 look for my dear, 
And ſigh that her features imperfect appear! 


Till azded by fancy, her charms I ſtell trace, 
And for me {ee her tears trickle down her pale face; 


Vile her handkerchief waving, folicits my view, 
und I hear her ſweet lips ſadly ſigh out adieu! 
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The pleaſing deluſion not long can prevail, 

Higher riſe the proud waves, and more briſk blo: 
the gale, 

The gale, that regards not the ſighs that it bears, 

The proud waves ſtill unmov'd, tho' augmented by 

| tears ! 

Ah, will ye not one ſingle moment delay? 

Oh, think from what rapture vou bear me away ! 

Then my eyes ſtare in vain, to ſee Ax x a on ſhore, 

And a tear drops from each, as they view her no more 


Vet ſome comfort it gives to my agoniz'd mind, 
That I (ill ſee the land where I left her behind; 
'The land that pave birth to my charmer and me, 
"Tho? leſs'ning, my eyes beam with pleaſure to ſee : 
"Tis the caſt2t that holds all that's dear to my keart, 
The haven where yet we ſhall meet ne'er to part; 
If the Gods are vropituous to lovers fo true; 

But if not, dcareſt Anna, a long —long adieu! 
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LOUIS. 
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ding by Mr. Ix HE Dox, at the Subſcription Concerts 9 
of BAT H and BRISTOI. 1 


Wurd Night's dark mantle veil'd the ſeas, 
And Nature's ſelf was huſh'd to ſleep ; 

When gently blew the midnight breeze, 
Louisa ſought the boundleſs deep: 

On a lone beach, in wild deſpair, 
She ſat, recluſe from ſoft repoſe ; 

Her artleſs ſorrows rent che air, 
So ſad were fair Louis a's woes! 


Three years ſhe nurs'd the pleaſing thought, 
| | Her love, her Hr NA would return; 
When ah, the fatal news was brought 
The ſea was made his wat'ry urn! 
Sweet maids, who know the pow'r of love, 
You but can tell what ſhe mult feel, 
Who *gainſt each adverſe fortune trove 


\ The tender paſſion to conceal, | 
he The 
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The lovely maid, abſorb'd in grief, 

While madncſs ran thro' every vein ; 
Poor mourner, ſought from death relief, 

And frantic plung'd into the main !— 
The heav'ns with pity ſaw the deed, 

Te debt the fair one paid to love, 

And bade the Angel guard proceed 

To bear Lov 15a's ſoul above! 


's 
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DER LI A. 


Is this cool retirement fair DeL.1a I found, 

Where beauty fat ſmiling, with innocence crown'd ; 
Her form was as fair as the bloſſoms in May, 

Or ſweet op'ning dawn when it breaks into day; 
All Nature was huſh*d—and calm was the ſcene, 
Save the warbling of birds that chaunt o'er the green. 


I gaz'd on ker charms, as near her I drew, 


And thought nought but pleaſure appear'd to my view; 
But 
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Dat, alas, my fond heart ſoon felt the keen pain, 
Since DEL1A no longer will hear the ſoft ſtrain; 
Adieu then, {weet maid, tho? I e'er muſt admire 
Thoſe charms that have ſet my fond boſom on fire! 


PTY Y - 74 e 
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FAIR ROS A IL. E. 
Ox that lone bank where Luein dv'd, 


Fair Ros AL, a wretched maid, 

Sat weeping o'er the crael tide, 
Faithful to her LuB1Nn's ſhade : 

On, may ſome kind, ſome gentle wave, 
Waft him to this mournful ſhore, 

Theſe tender hands ſhould make his grave, 
And deck his corpſe with flowrets o'er ! 


I'd ever watch his mould'ring clay, 
And pray for his eternal reſt; 
When time his form has worn away, 


His duſt I'd place within my breaſt: 
While 


11 
While thus ſhe mourn'd her Lui loft, 
And echo to her grief reply'd, 
1,0, at her feet his corpſe was toſt, 
She ſhriek'd, ſhe claſp'd him—ſigh'd and dy 


„ Dove 


MARIA. 


Rapiaxt beams the orient marn, 


Dew drops gliſten on the thorn ; 
low'rets bloom along the mead, 
Lonely whereſoe'er I tread ; 
And the linnet, with the thruſh, 
Sweetly ſing in ev'ry buſh, 


Come, Makr1a, let us haſte, 

Nor in ſloth the morning waſte; 
Taſte the health-inſpiring gale, 
Climb the upland, trace the vale, 
Where the ſhepherd's cot 1s found, 
With the twiſting ivy crown'd. 


FEE © 
Happy 1s the ſhepherd's fate, 
Far above the envied great ; 
Love, and innocence and truth, 
Bleſs the maid, and bleſs the youth; 
Pleaſure, with inceſſant ſmile, 


Does from care their hours beguile. 
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BONNY KITTY, 
By Mr. DiBDIx. 
W HEN laſt from the Streights we had fairly caſt 


anchor, 
I went bonny KiTTy to hail, 
With quintables ſtor'd for our voyage was a ſpanker, 
And bran new was ev'ry ſail ; 
But I knew well enough how with words ſweet as 
honey, 

They ſuck us poor tars of our gold; 
ind when the ſly gipfies have finger'd the money, 

The bag they give poor Jack to hold, 
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So I cheer'd her, d'ye ſee, my lacs, under falſe colou:s, 
Swore my Wwithes were all at an end; 

That I'd ſported away ail my good-luoking dollars, 
Ard borrow'd my cloati:s of a friend : 

O then had you ſcen her, no lorger my honey, 
'was varlct, audacious and bold, 

Begone from my ſight, now you've ſpent all ycur 

money, 

For K1TTY the bag you may hold! 


With that I took out a double handful of ſhinere, 
And ſcornfully bid her good by'e; 
Twould have done your heart good, had you then 
ſeen her. fine airs, 
How ſhe'd leer, and ſhe'd ſob, and ſhe'd ſigh. 
But I ſtood well the broadſide, and jewel and hone; 
She call'd me!] put up the gold 
And bearing away, as I ſack'd up the money, 
Left the bag for ma'am KITT to hold. 
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THE VILLAGE MAID, 
Surg dy Miſs CANTELLO, at the Concerts, BATH. 


SILENT ] tread this lonely wood, 
Silent I ſhed the piteous tear ; 
No hope to ctieer my drooping ſoul, 
B-reft of him I hold mot dear ! 
Still do I ſeek theſe dreary ſhades, 
A love-lorn maid, the village ſcorn, 
Since HENRY won my plighted faith, 
Then left me here to ſigh forlorn ! 


Yon moſſy bank oft times recal 

The image of the blooming youth; 
*Twas there he ſtole my eaſy heart, 

Wich vows of conſtancy and truth: 
Faint from her lips her accents flow, 

And faintly beam'd her eyes ſo bright; 
She ſunk upon the moſſy bank, 

She ſunk to everlaſting night! 


THE 
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THE DYING INDIAN, 


8 . 

I HE fun ſets in night, and the ſtars ſhun the day, 
But glory remains when their lights fade away ; 
Begin, ye tormentors, your threats are in vain, 
For the ſon of ALK nomook ſhall never complain, 


Remember the arrows he ſhot from his bow, 
Remember your chiefs by his hatchet laid low: 
Why flow do you wait, till I ſhrink from my pain 
But the ſon of Alk xomook {hall never complain. 


Remember the wood where in ambuſh we lay, 

And the ſcalps which we bore from your nation away ; 
Now the flame riſes faſt, ye exult in my pain, 

But the ſon of Aux xomook ſhall never complain. 


I go to the land where my father is gone, 

His ghoſt ſhall rejoice in the fame of his fon : 

Death comes, as a friend, to relieve me from pain, 

And thy ſon, O AL « xomoox, has ſcorn'd to complain. 
| | - COLIN 
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COLIN AND MOGGY. 


My Colin leaves fair London town, 
Its pomp, and pride, and noiſe ; 

With eager haſte he hies him down 
To taſte of rural joys : 

Soon as my much lov'd ſwain's in fight, 
My heart is glad with glee ; 

I never know ſuch true delight 
As when he comes to me. 


How ſweet with him all day to rove, 
And range the meadows wide ! 

Nor yet leſs ſweet the moon-light grove. 
All by the river's ſide ! 

The gaudy ſeaſons paſs away, 
How ſwift, when Coi.1n's by! 

How ſwiftly glides the flow'ry May 
How faſt the ſummers fly! 


When CoL1r comes to grace the plains, 
An humble crook he bears ; 

He tends the flock like other ſwains, 
A ſhepherd quite appears. 
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All in the verdant month of May 
The rake 1s all his pride ; 

He helps to make the new-mown hay, * 
With Moccy by his fide, 


*Gainſt yellow Autumn's milder reign, W 
His fickle he prepares, 
He reaps the harveſt on the plain, 

All pleas'd with rural cares; 
With jocund dance the night is crown'd, 

When all the toil is o'er, 
With him I trip it on the ground, 

With bonny ſwains a ſcore. 


When Winter's gloomy nights prevail, 
If CoL1n is but there, 

His jovial laugh, and merry tale, 
To me are muckle cheer. 

The folk that chooſe in town to dwell, 
Are from my envy free; 

For Moc dv loves the plain fo well, 
And CoLin's all to me. 


THE 
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THE BEER DRIN XING BRITONS, 


Y E true honeſt Britons, who love your own land, 
Whoſe ſires were fo brave, ſo victorious and free, 


Wilo always beat FRANCE when they took her in 


hand, 
Come join, honeſt Britons, in chorus with me. 


Come join, &C. 


CHORUS. 
Let us ſing our own treaſures, OLD ExncLand's 
good cheer, 
The profits and pleaſures of ftout Britiſh beer: 
Tour wine-tipling, dram- ũpping fellows, retreat, 
But your beer-drinking Britons can never be beat, 
Put your, &c. 


ite French with their vineyards are meagre and pale, 
Ihe drink of the ſqueezing: of half ripen'd fruit 
But e, who have hop- grounds to mellow our ale, 
Are roſy and plump, and have freedom to boot. 
Let us ling, &c. 
Should 


— 
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Shou'd the French dare invade us, thus arm'd wi; 
our poles 
We'll bang their bare ribs, make their lantern-jay; 
ring; 
For your beef- eating, beer-drinking Britons are ſoul,, 
Who ſhall ſhed their laſt drop for their country and 
king. 
Let us ſing, &c, 


»*>o(f EEC 


THE HIGH-METTLED RACER. 


Ser the courſe throng'd with gazers, the ſports 4. 
begun; 

The confuſion, but hear I bet you, Sir Done, done 

A thouſand ſtrange murmurs reſound far and near, 

Lords, hawkers, and jockies, aſſail the tir'd ear: 

While, with neck like a rainbow, erecting his creſt, 

Pamper'd prancing, and pleas'd, his head touching 
his breaſt, 

Scarcely ſnufling the air, he's ſo proud and elate— 

The kigh-mettled racer firſt farts for the plate. 


Now 
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Now Reynard's turn'd out, and o'er hedge and ditch 
ruſh 

Dogs, horſes, and huntſmen, all hard at his bruſh ; 

Thro? marſh, fen, and brier, led bv their ſly prey, 

They, by [cent and by view, cheat a long tedious way; 

While, alike born for ſports of the field and the courſe, 

Always ſure to come through—a ſtaunch and fleet 
horſe : 

When fairly run down, the fox yields up his breath. 

And the bigh-mettled racer is in at the death. 


Grown aged, us'd up, and turn'd oat of the ſtud; 

Lame, ſpavin'd, and wind- gall'd, but yet with ſome 
blood : 

While knowing poſtilions his pedipree trace, 

Tell his dam won this ſweepſtakes, his fire von that 
race: 

And what matches he won, to the oſtlers count ofer, 

As they loiter their time at ſome hedge ale-houſe door. 

While the harness ſore galls, and the ſpurs his ſides 

doad— | 
The high-mettled racer's a hack on the road, 


I Till 
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Till at laſt, having labour'd, drudg'd early an! late, 
Bow'd down, by degrees, he bends on to his fate: 
Blind, old, lean, and feeble, he tugs round a mill, 
Or draws ſand, till the ſand of his hour-glaſs fans: 
- fill : 
And now, cold and lifeleſs, expoſed to view 
In the very ſame cart which he yeſterday drew: 
While a pitving crowd, his ſad relicks ſurrounds — 

1 The high-mettled racer is ſold for the hounds! 
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Encomrass'y in an Angel's frame, 
An Angel's virtues lay; 

Too ſoon did Heav'n aſſert the claim, 
And call'd its own away. 

My Axna's worth, my Anna's charms, 
Muſt never more return; | 
What row ſhail fill thoſe wido'd arms? 

Ah, me—my Axxa's urn! 


Can 
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Can I forget that bliſs refin'd, 
Which bleſt when her I knew ? 

Our hearts, in ſacred bonds ente in'], 
Were bound by love too true. 
he rural train which once were us'd 
In feſtive dance to turn, 

So pleas'd when AN N a they amus'd, 
Now weeping deck her urn! 


The ſoul eſcaping from its chain, 
She claſp'd me to her breaſt, 

« To part with tice is all my pain,” 
She cry'd,—then ſank to reſt. 

While mem'ry ſhall her ſeat retain, 
From beauteous AN & A torn, 

My heart ſhall breathe its ceatele!s (train 
Of ſorrow o'er her urn. 


There with the earlieſt dawr, a dove 
. Laments her murder'd mate; 
There Philomela, loſt to love, 

Tells tue pale moon her ſate. 
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With yew and 1vy round me ſpread. 
My Axxa there I'll mourn ; 
For all my ſoul, now ſhe is dead. 
Concentres in her urn, 
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Is all the ſex ſome charms I find: 
love to try all womankind, 
The fair, the ſmart, the witty : 
In Curip's fetters molt ſevere, 
{ Janguiſh'd out a long, long year, 
The ſlave of wanton KITT. 


At length I broke the galling chain, 
And ſwore that love was endleſs pain, 
One conſtant ſcene of folly; 
vod no more to wear the yoke, 
But ſoon I felt a ſecond ſtroke, 
And figh'd for blae-ey'd Mol Ex. 


(:=433:-] 
With treſſes neat, of faxen hue, 
Young Jenny did my foul ſubdue, 
That lives in yonder valley: 
Then CuP1D threw another ſnare, 
And caught me in the curling hair 
Of little tempting Sa Uv. 


Adorn'd with charms, tho? blythe and young, 
My roving heart from bondage ſprung, 
This heart of yielding mettle ; 
And now it wanders here and there, 
By turns the prize of brown and fair, 
But never more will ſettle, 


- 
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ARTSTIPPUS. 


Lar care be a ſtranger to each jovial ſoul 

Tho, Axis TI us like, can his paſſions controul; 

Of wiſeſt philoſophers wiſeſt was he, 

Who, attentive to eaſe, let his mind ſtill be free: 
The 
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The prince, per, or peaſant, to him were the ſame, V. 
For p!eas'd, he was pleaſing to all where he came, Ml it 
Pat ſtill turn'd his back on contention and ſtrife, 
Reioivirg to live all the days of his life. 
A t.iend to mankind, all maykind was his friend, 
And tie peace? of his mind was his ultimate end; 
Pic Hund tault with none, if none found fault wi; 

him, 

If his friend had a humour, he humour'd his whim: 
It wire was the word, why he bumper'd his glaſs 


1 


I; love was the topic, he toaſted his laſs; 


zut ill wind iis back on contention and ſtrife, 
Reſolving to live all the days of his life. 3 
? councils diſputed, if copncils agreed, 
e found fault wich neither, for this was his creed, 
That let them be guided by folly or ſenſe, 
*F would be /erper eadem an hundred years hence: 
le thought *twas unſocial to be mal- content, 
If the tide went with him, with the tide too he wer: 
But füll turn'd his back on contention and ſtrife, 
. Reſolving to live all the days of His life. 


1 
Was the nation at war, he wiſh'd well to the ſword; 
a peace was concluded, a peace was his word; 
Diſquiet to him, of body or mind, 
Was the longitude only he never could find; 
The philoſopher's lone was but gravel and pain, 
And all who had ſought it, had ſougnt it in vain : 
He {till turn'd his back on contention and ſtrife, 
Reſolving to live all the days of his life, 


Then let us all follow Az1sTiPPpvus's rules, 

and deem his opponents both aſſes and mules ; 

Vet thoſe not contented to lead or to drive, 

By the bees of their ſect be drove out of their hive ; 

ExpelPd from the manſions of quiet and eaſe, 

May he never find out the bleſt art how to pleaſe ; 

\While our friends and ourſelves, not forgetting our 
wives, 

By theſe maxims may live all the days of their lives, 


LIBERTY- 
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LISERTY:HATE; 


Orp Ilou ER but what have we with him to do: 
What are Grecians or Trojans to me or to you ? 
Such heatheniſh heroes no more I'll invoke, 

Choice ſpirits aſſiſt me, attend hearts of oak. 


Sweet peace, belov'd handmaid of fcience and art, 
VUnanimity take your petitioner's part, 

Accept of my ſong, 'tis the beſt I can do, 

But firſt, :nay it pleaſe you, my ſervice to you. | 


Perhaps my addreſs you may premature think, 
Becauſe I have mention'd no toaſt as I drink ; 
There are many fine toaſts, but the beſt of them all 
Is the toaſt of the times, that is Liberty-Hall. 


That fine Britiſh building by AL FRED was fram'd, 
Its grand corner ſtone Magna Charta is nam'd ; 
Independency came at Integrity's call, 

And form'd the front pillars of Liberty-hall, 


That 
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That manor our forefathers bought with their blood, 

And their ſons, and their ſon's ſons have prov'd their 
deeds good ; 

Py that title we live, by that te we'll fall, 

For life is not life out of Liberty-hall. 


In her mantle of honour each ſtar-ſpangled fold, 
Playing bright in the ſunſhine the burniſh of gold, 
Truth beams on her breaſt ; ſee at loyalty's call, 
The genius of England in Liberty-hall. 

* 


Ye ſweet ſmelling courtiings of ribband and Jace, 
Tie {paniels of power, and beauty's diſgracc, 
So pliant, ſo ſervile, ſo paſſive ye fall, 

But paſhve obedience loſt Liberty-hail. 


Put when relolution had ſettled the crown, 

And natural reaſon knock'd tyranny down, 

No frowns cloath*d with terror appear'd to appall, 
The doors were thrown open of Liberty-hall. 


See ENGLAND triumphant, her ſhips ſweep the ſea, 
Her ſtandard is juſtice, her watch-word be free : 
Our King 1s our countryman, Engliſhmen all, 
God bleſs him, and bleſs us in Liberty-hall, 
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On vere is dis hall, Monſieur vants to know, 
Tis neither at Marli, Verſailes, Fontainblean ; 
Tis a place of no mortal architeQ”> art, 

But Liberty -hall is an Engliſhman's heart, 
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(ro patter to Lubbers and Swabs, d'ye ſee, 
"Bout danger, and fear, and the like; | 
A tight-water boat and good ſea- room give me, 
And it e'n't to a little I'll ſtrike; 
Tho the tempeſt top- gallant-maſt ſmack ſmooth ſhou'e 
ſmite, | 
And ſhiver each ſplinter of wood 
Clear the wreck, ſto the yards, and bowſe ev*ry thing 
tight, 
And under recPd foreſail we'll ſcud 
Avi, nor don't think me a milk- ſop fo ſoft, 
To be taken for trifles a- back; 
For they ſay there's a Providence fits up aloft— 
To keep watch for the life of Poor Jack! 


— 
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Why, I heard the good Chaplain palaver one day 
About fouls—lheaven—mercy —and ſuch ; 

And, my timbers! what lingo he'd coil and belay ! 
Why 'twas juſt all as one as High Dutch: 

But he ſaid, how a ſparrow can't founder, d'ye ſee, 

Without orders that come down belo\y ; 


Ad many fine things, which prov'd clearly to me 
Tnat Providence takes us in tow, 
„ For,” {ays he d've mind me, let ſtorms e' er ſo oft 
Lake the top lifts of ſailors a- back, 
There's a ſweet litdle Cherub fits peren'd up aloft 
To keep watch—for the life of Poox jack.” 


I ſaid to our PoLL (for you ſee ſhe wou'd cry,) 
When laſt we weigh'd anchor for ſea, 
© Whatargufies ſniv'liag and piping your eye? 
Why, what a d 1 fool you mult be! 
Can't you ſee the world's wide, and there's room for 
us all, 
Both for ſeamen and lubbers aHore ; 
And if to old Davy I g0 my dear PoLL, 
Why, you never will hear of me more! 


What 
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What then ?—all's a hazard—come don't be ſe ſoft 
Perhaps I may laughir g come back; 
For, d'ye ſee, there's a cherub fits imiling aloft, 
To keep watch for—the life of Poor Jack.” 


D'ye mind me, a ſailor ſhou'd be ev'ry inch 
All as one as a piece of the ſhip, 

And with her brave the world, without off ring to flinch, 
From the moment the anchor's a-trip. 

As to me, in all weathers, all times, ſides and ends, 
Nought's a trouble from duty that ſprings — 

My heart is my PoLL's—and my rhino my friend's, 
And as for my life—'tis the King's! 

E'en when my time comes, ne'er believe me ſo ſoſt 

As with grief to be taken a- back 

For that ſame little cherub that ſits up aloft 

Will look out a good birth for—Pook Jack. 


I 248-55 
THE-SWEET LITTLE ANGEEC, 
Sung by Bis Leary A at Vauxhall. 


WI EN Jack parted from me, to plough the ſalt 
deep, 

(Alas, I mayn't ſee him again !) 

In ſpite of all talking I could not but weep, 
To help it I'm ſure was in vain, 

Then he broke ſrom my arms, and he bid me fa rewell, 
Saying * PoLL, come, my ſoul, it won't do, 

So, d'ye hear, avaſt whining and ſobbing my girl, 
"Ts all fooliſh nonſenſe in you.” 

cou'd not help thinking that Jack was in right, 
From ſomething that wiſper'd, d'ye ſee, 

There's a ſweet little Angel that fits out of ſight, 
Will reſtore my Poox Jack unto me. 


Yet while he's at diſtance each thought is employ'd, 
And nought can delight me on ſhore, 
I fancy at times that the ſhip is deſtroy'd, 
And Jack I ſhall never ſee more. 
| But 
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But then it's but fancy !—that Angel above, 
Who can do ſuch a wonder of things! 

TI know will ne'er ſuffer a harm to my love, 
And ſo to myſelf I thus fing : 

« What matters repining ? my heart ſhall be l'ght, 
For a ſomething there whiſpers, d'ye ſee, 

There's a ſweet little Angel that fits out of ſight, 
Will reſtore my Pook Jack unto me.” 


But ſhou'd that ſweet Angel, wherever he be, 
Forget to look out after Jack, 

Why then he may never return vnto me, 
Ah, never, no never come back ! 

But Oh, it can't be ! he's too good and too kind, 
To make the ſalt water his grave; 

And why ſhould I then each tale-teller mind, 
Or dread ev'ry turbulent wave ? 

Beſides, I will never kind Providence light, 
For a ſomething there whiſpers, d'ye ſee, 

There's a ſweet li:tle Angel that fits out of ſight, 
Will reſtore my Poor Jack unto me. 
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A SAILOR's LIFE AT SEA. 


By Mr. DiBDIx. 
W HEN the anchor's weigh'd, and the ſhip's 


unmoor'd. 

And landſmen lag behind, Sir, 
The ſailor joy ful ſkips on board, 

And, ſwearing, prays for a wind, Sir. 
Towing here, ye-nowing there, 

Steadily and readily, chearily and merrily, 
Still from care and thinking free, 

Is a ſailor's life at ſea. 


When we fail with a freſh'ning breeze, 
And landſmen all grow ſick, Sir, 

The ſailor lolls with his mind at caſe, 
And the ſong and the cann go quick, Sir. 
Laughing here, quaffing there, 

Steadily, &c. 


When 


| 144 ] 
When the wind at night whiſtles o'er the deep, 
And ſeems to landſmen dreary ; 
The ſailor fearleſs goes to ſlecp, 
Or takes his watch moſt cheary, 
Boozing here, ſnoozing there, 
Steadily, &c. 


When the ſky grows black, and the wind blows 
hard, 
And landſmen ſculk below, Sir, 
Jack mounts up to the topſail- yard, 
And turns his quid as he goes, Sir, 
Hawling here, bawling there, 
Steadily, &c. 


When the foaming waves run mountains high, 
And landſmen cry, all's gone, Sir, 
The ſailor hangs *twixt ſea and ſky, 
And he jokes with Davy Jox Es, Sir, 
Daſhing here, ſplaſhing there, 
Steadily, &c. | 
When 


E 
When the ſhip, d'ye ſee, becomes a wreck, 
And landſmen hoiſt the boat, Sir, 
The ſailor ſcorns to quit the deck, 
While a fingle plank's aſtoat, Sir, 
Ioearing here, tcaring there. 
EE» &c. 


** de A — D ds 


SATURDAY NIGHT AT SEA. 


"I was Saturday Night, the twinkling ſtars 
Shone on the rippling ſea ; 

No duty call'd the jovial tars, 
The helm was laſh'd a-lee; 

The ample cann adorn'd the board, 

Prepar'd to ſee it out, 

Each gave the laſs that he ador'd, 
And puſh'd the grog about. 


Cried honeſt Tou, my PEG I'll toaſt, 
A frigate neat and trim; 
All jolly PoxTsMouTH's fav'rite boaſt, 
I'd venture life and limb, 
| K Sail 


— — 
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Sail ſev'n long years, and ne'er ſee lard, 
With dauntleſs heart and ſtout, 
So tight a veſſel to command 
Then puſh the grog about! 


I'll give, cry'd little Jacx, my Pol. 
Sailing in comely ſtate! 

Top-gan't-ſails ſet, ſhe is ſo tall, 
She locks like a firſt rate: 

Ah, would ſhe take her Jack in tow, 
A voyage for life throughout, 

No better birth I'd wiſh to know— 
Then puſh the grog about ! 


III 


I'll give, cry'd I, my charming Nan, 
Trim, handſome, neat and tight ; 
What joy ſo fine a ſhip to man, 
She is my heart's delight! 
So well ſhe bears the ſtorms of life, 
I'd fail the world throughout, 
Brave ev*ry toil for ſuch a wife 


Br 
Then puſh the grog about! n 


Thus 


E 

Thus to deſcribe, Pol I, PEO, or NA &, 
Each his beſt manner try'd; 

Till, ſummon'd by the empty cann, 
They to their hammocks hy'd; 

Yet ſtill did they their vigils keep, 
Tho? the huge cann was out, 

For in ſoft viſions, gentle fleep, 
Still puſh'd tne grog about! 


e e. 
un WOODEN WALLS OF OLD ENGLAND, 
\\ HEN Britain from her ſea-girt ſhore 
Her white-rob'd Druids firſt addres'd, 
« What aid,“ ſhe cry'd, “ ſhall I implore ? 
„What beſt defence, by numbers preſs*d 2??? 
« Hoſtile nations round thee riſe,*? 


The myſtic oracles replied, 
« Ard view thine Iſle with envious eyes 
Their threats defy, their rage deride : 
Nor fear invaſion from your adverſe Gauls; 
Britain's beſt bulwarks are her wooden walls, 
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Thine oaks deſcending to the main, 
With floating forts ſhall ftem the tides. 
Aſſerting Britain's liquid reign, 
Where?er her thund'ring navy rides, 
Nor lefs to peaceful Arts inclin'd, 
Where Commerce opens all her ſtores, 
In ſocial bands ſhall league mankind, 
And join the ſea-divided ſhores. 


Spread, then, thy fails where naval glory calls, 


Britain's beſt bulwarks are her wooden walls, 


Hail, happy Iſle! what tho' thy vales 
No vine impurpled tribute yield, 

Nor fan'd with odour- breathing gales, 
Nor crops ſpontaneous glad the field ; 

Vet liberty rewards the toil 
Of induſtry, to labuur prone, 

Who jocund ploughs the grateful ſoil, 
And reaps the harveſt ſhe has ſown. 

While other realms tyrarnic {way enthrals, 


Biitain's beſt bulwarks are her wooden walls.“ 


Thus 
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Thus ſpake the bearded ſeer of yore, 

In viſion wrapt, of BIT AIx's fame, 
Ere yet IBERIA ſelt her pow'r, 

Or GaL1a trembled at her name, 
Ere yet CcLUmBvus dar'd t* explore 

New regions riſing from the main. 
From ſea to ſea, from ſhore to ſhore, 

Bear then, ye winds, in ſolemn ſtrain, 
This ſacred truth an awe-ftruck world appals, 
Britain's beſt bulwarks are her wooden walls. 

* Go - 2 D540 


NOTHING LIKE GROG. 


A PLAGUE of thoſe muſty old lubbers, 
Who tell us to faſt and to think, 
And patient fall in with life's rubbers, 
With nothing but water to drink ; 
A cann of good ſtuff, had they twigg'd it, 
Would have ſer them for pleaſure agog, 
And 'ſpite of the rules 
Of the ſchools, the old fools 
Would have all of 'em ſwigg'd it, 
And ſwore there was nothing like grog. 


"hus 
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My father, when laſt I from Gurxr 
Return'd with abundance of wealth, 
Cry*d, “ Jack, never be ſuch a nivny. 
To drink”—ſavs I, © Father your health,” 
So I paſe'd round the ſtuff—ſoon he twigg'd i; | 
And it ſet the old codger agog; 
And he ſwigg'd, and mother, 
And ſiſter and brother, 
And I ſwigg'd, and all of us ſwigg'd it, 
and ſwore there was nothing like grog. 


One day, when the chaplain was preaching, 
Behind him ] cautiouſly flunk, 
And while he our duty was teaching, 
As how we ſhould never get drunk, 
Il tipt him the ſtuff and he twigg'd it, 
| | Which foon ſet his reverence agog ; 
i And he ſwigg'd, and Nick ſwigg'd, 
| | And BEN ſwigg'd, and Dick ſwigg'd, 
| | And I ſwigg'd, and all of us ſwigg'd it, 


And {wore there was nothing like grog. 
: , Tue 


L154 J 
Then truſt me there's nothing as drinking 
So plcaſant, on this fide the grave 
It keeps the unhappy from thinking, 
And makes e' en the valiart more brave; 
For me, from the moment I twigg'd it, 
The good ſtuff has ſo {et me agog; 
Sick or well, late or early, 
Wind foully or fairiy, 
I've conſtantly ſwigg'd it, 
And d me there's nothing like grog. 
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ANACREONTIC SONG. 


To Ax AcR EON in heav'n, where he fat in full glee, 
A few ſons of harmony ſent a petition, 
That he their inſpirer and patron wou'd be, 
When this anſwer arriv*d from the jolly old Grecian ; 
« Voice, fiddle, and flute, 
No longer be mute, 
« Pl lend you my name, and inſpire you to boot; 
And beſides, I'll inſtruct you, like me to entwine 
«« The myrtle of Venus with Baccnvs's vine.“ 
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The news thro' Ol uus immediat-ly flew, 


Vhen old Tounder pretended to give himſelf airs: 
Il theſe mortals are ſuffer'd their ſchemes to purſue. 


The devil a goddeſs will ſtay above ſtairs, 
« Haik ! already they cry, 
In tranſports of joy, 
* Away to the ſons of Axnacrton we'll fly; 
And there, with good fellows, we'll learn to en- 
« twine 
„The myrtle of VENUS with Baccnvs's vine. 


„The yellow-hair'd God with his nine fuſty Maid< 
« From HeLt1con's banks will incontinent flee ; 
* IpdaL1a will boaſt but of tenantleſs ſhades, 
„And the bi-forked hill a mere deſert will be. 
My thunder, no fear on't, 
« Shall ſoon do its errand, 
And d— me, I'll ſwiuge the ringleaders, I war. 
rant ; 
I' trim the voung dogs for thus daring to twine 
Ihe mvrtle of Venvs with Baccavs's vine.” 


APOLLO 


66 


64 
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AeoLLo roſe up, and faid, „ Prythee ne'er quarrel, 
« Good King of the Gods, wi' my vot'ries below; 
« Your thunder is uſeleſs :” - then ſhewing his laurel, 
Cry'd, © Sic evitabile fulmen, you know! 
«« 'Then over each head 
My laurel Ill ſpread, 
« So my ſons from your crackers no miſchief ſhall 
« dread ; | 
© Whilſt ſnug in their club-room they jovially twine 
« The myrtle of Vex us with Baccavs's vine.“ 


Next Momus roſe up, with his rifible phiz, 
And ſwore with ApoL Lo he'd cheerfully join: 

The full tide of harmony ſtill ſhou'd be his, 

But the ſong, and the catch, and the laugh ſhall be 

« mine: 
«+ Then, Jove, be not jealous 
„Of theſe honeſt fellows.” 
Cry'd Jove, © We relent, ſince the truth you now 
| ce tell us; | 
And ſwear by old Styx, that they long ſhall entwine 


The myrtle of VENUS with Baccavs's vine.“ 
| Ye 
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Ye Sons of Ax AR EON, then join hand in hand, 
Preſerve upanimity, friendſhip, and love: 
*T1s yours to ſupport what's ſo happily plann'd; 
Ycu've the ſanction of Gods, and tlie fiat of Jour. 
Vile thus we agree, 
Our toait let it be, 
„% May we all flonriſh happy, united and free; 
And long may the Sons of AN ACKEON entwine 
«« 'The myrtle of Venvs {th {!accavs's vine.“ 


arne. 
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WI EN HI BO went down to the regions below, 
Where LETHE and Sr xx round eternity flow, 
He awoke, and he bellow'd, and wou'd be row'd back, 
For his ſoul it was thirſty, and wanted ſome ſack. 

« You're drunk,” CHARON cry'd, 

« You was drunk when you dy'd, 
« $9 you felt not the pain that to death is ally'd; 
Take me back,” roar'd out BI BO, “ I mind noi 

« the pain, TRY. 

„ For if IJ was drunk, let me die once again.“ 


E 
« Forget,” reply'd CH RON, © thoſe regions of ſtrife, 
« Drink of LET divine—'tis the fourtain of life! 
« Where the ſoul is new born, and all paſt is a dream, 
And the Gods ſip themſelves of the care-drowning 
« ſtream,” 

„Let the Gods,” then he cry'd, 

«« Drink of water who will, 
The maxims of mortals Þll always fulfill; 
©: Prate, prate not to me of your LETHE divine, 
Our LET on earth was a bumper of wine. 


At length grim old Cer RR us began a loud roar, 
And the crazy old bark ſtruck the Stygian ſhore ; 
When BI Bo aroſe, and he ſtagger'd to land, 
But he joſtled the ghoſts as they ſtcod on the ſtrand; 
Cry'd CHaRonN, “ III tell. you, 
«« Tis vain to rebel, 
For you're baniſh'd from earth, and are now in hell,“ 
Tis a truth,” reply'd BI BO, I know by this ſign, 
Tis a hell upon earth, to be wanting of wine.“ 


WHILE 
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WHILE THE MORN IS INVIT[NG TO LOVE. 
Sung by Mr. DARLE V at Vauxhall. 


Tur Sun, when ariſing, beſpangles the dew, 
And tints with his glory the ſkies ; 

All Nature's in motion, how charming the view, 
When day is beginning to riſe ! 

The morning is lively, Max iA awake, 
Let us haſte to thy myrtle alcove; 

Or ſtray by the ſide of thy chryſtalline lake, 
While the morn is inviting to love! 


Did thy mind turn on me in thy dreams in the night ? 
Did Je'er to thy fancy appear ? 
Did no fond idea thy boſom delight ? 
Mak IA, unfold to my ear: 
Unſeen and unheard, you may tell it me now, 
Not a witneſs is near but the dove, | 
Which mourns for his mate on the olive-tree bough, 
While the morn is inviting to love ! 


The 
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The winter, MARIA, will come on apace, 
As ſummer begins to depart; 
Come, then, in my boſom a confidence place, 
And ſpeak the fond wiſh of thy heart. 
O let us, my fair, be united to-day, 
And haſte to the church in the grove ; 
Nor let us the pleaſing occaſion delay, 
While the morn 1s inviting to love. 
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THE LAMP-LIGHTER, 


By Mr. DIBDIN. 


Im jolly Dick the lamplighter, 
They ſay, the Sun's my dad, 

And truly I believe it Sir, 
For I'm a pretty lad. 

Father and I the world we light, 
And make it look ſo gay, 

The difterence 1s I lights by night, 
And father lights by day. 
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But father's not the likes of T, 
For knowing life and fun, 


For I queer tricks and fancies ſpy— 
Folks never like the ſan: 


Rogues, owls, and bats can't bear the light, 


I've heard your wile ones ſay, 
And ſo, d'ye mind, I ſees at night 
Things never ſeen by day. 


At night men lay aſide all art, 
As quite a uſeleſs taſk, 

And many a face, and many a heart, 
Will then pull of the maſk : 

Each formal prude and holy wight 
Will throw diſguiſe away, 

And fin it openly all night, 
Who fainted it all day. 


His darling hoard the miſer views, 
Miſſes from friends decamp, 

And many a ftateſman miſchief brews 
To his country o'er his lamp: 


So 
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So father and I, d'ye take me right, 
Are jult on the {ame lay— 
I bare-fac'd ſinners light by night, 
And he falſe ſaints by day. 


— Te 
BRITANNIA's LAMENT ATION. 


Ix a ſad mouldering cave, where the wretched re- 
| treat, | 
BRITANNIA fat waſted with care; 
Lamenting her Wool E, While ſhe mourn'd his ſad 
fate, 
And gave herſelf up to deſpair. 


The walls of her cave, were enſculpter'd around 
With exploits of her favourite ſon; 

And even the duſt, as it lay on the ground, 
Was engrav'd with atchievements he'd won, 


The proud giants of old, as tradition has told, 
Have broke from their darkſome abodes ; 
And this is the news that in heaven is told, 
They are marching to war with the Gods. — 
| Then gi 
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Then a council was held in the chambers of Joyce, 
And this was the final decree; | 

That Woot E ſhould be call'd to the armies above, 
And the charge was entruſted to me. 


To the plains of QueBeck, with my orders I flew, 
Where Woot re with his army then lay; 
He cry*d O, forbear, let me victory view, 
And then thy commands I'll obey ! 


With a darkening film I encompaſs'd his eyes, 
And convey'd him away in an urn; | 

Leſt the fondneſs he bore, for his own native ſhore. 
Should tempt him again to return. 


ay _— 
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LOVE AND FRIENDSHIP, 
By Capt. Morris. 


Tho Bacchus may boaſt of his care-killing bowl. 
And folly in thought-drowning revels delight ; 

Such worſhip, alas, has no charms for the ſoul, 
When ſofter devotions the ſenſes invite! 


To 
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To the arrow of fate, or the canker of care, 

His potions oblivious a balm may beſtow ; 
But to fancy, that feeds on the charms of the fair, 
The death of reflection's the birth of all woe. 


What ſoul that's poſſeſt of a dream ſo divine, 

With riot would bid the ſweet viſion be gone? 
For the tear that bedews ſenſibility's ſhrine, 

Is a drop of more worth than all Baccavs's tun, 


The tender exceſs that enamours the heart, 
To few is imparted, to millions deny'd : 

Tis the brain of the victim that tempers the dart, 
And fools jet at that for which ſages have dy'd. 


Each change and exceſs hath thro? life been my doom, 
And well I can ſpcak of its joy and its ſtrife ; 

The bottle affords us a glimpſe through the gloom, 
But love's the true ſunſhine that gladdens our life, 


Come then, roſy Venus, and ſpread o'er my fight 

The magic illut.ons that ravith the foul ! 

Awake in my breaſt the ſoft dream of delight, 

And drop from thy myrtle one leaf in my bowl! 
1. Then 
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Then deep will I drink of the nectar divine, 
Nor e'er, jolly God! from thy banquet remove; 
But each tube of my heart ever thirſt for the wine, 
That's mellow'd by friendſhip, and ſweeten'd by love. 


- 
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A NEW BACCHANALIAN SONG, 
By Capt. Morris : -Tunc, Mrs. Cas Ex. 


Wurn the fancy-ſirring-bow] 
| Wakes its world of pleaſure, 
Glowing viſions gild my ſoul, 
And life's an endleſs treaſure, 
Mem'ry decks my waſted heart, 
Freſh with gay deſires 
Rays divine my ſenſes dart, 
And kindly hope inſpires. 
Then who'd be grave, 
When wine can ſave 
The heavieſt foul from finking ; 
Aud magic grapes 
Give angel ſhapes 
To every girl were drinking? 


l 
Here ſweet benignity and love 
Shed their influence round me, 
Gather'd 1lls of life remove, 
And leave me as they found me. 
Tuo' my head may ſwim, yet true 
Sill to Nature's feeling, 
Peace and beauty ſwim there too, 
And rock me as I'm reeling. 
T hen who'd be grave, &c. 
On youth's ſoft pillow, tender truth 
Her penſive leſſon taught me; 
Age ſoon mock'd the dream of youth, 
And wiſdom wak'd and caught me. 
A bargain then with love I knock'd, 
To hold the pleaſing gypſey, 
When wiſe to keep my boſom lock'd, 
But turn'd the key when tipſey. 
| Then who'd be grave, Ec. 
When time aſſuag'd my heated heart, 
The grey-beard, blind and ſimple, 
Forgot to cool one little part 
Juſt fluſh'd by Lucr's dimple. 
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That part's enough of beanty's type 
To warm an honeſt fellow ; 
And tho? it touch me not when ripe, 
It melts ill while I'm mellow. 
Then aubo'd be grave, Ec. 


Life's a voyage, we all declare, 
With ſcarce a port to hide in; 
It may be ſo to pride or care, 
That's not a ſea I ride in: 
Here floats my ſoul, till Fancy's eye 
Her realms of bliſs diſcover, 
Bright worlds, that fair in proſpect lie, 
To him that's half ſeas over. 
Then who'd be grave, &c, 


« «- * 
2 * Cefn 2 


THE MAID OF MARTINDALE, 


In MaRrTINDALE, a village gay, 
A damſel deigns to dwell, 
Whoſe looks are like a ſummer's day, 


Whoſe charms no tongue can tell, 
| Whene'er 
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Whene'er I meet her on my way, 
tell my am'rous tale; 
Then heave a ſigh, or ſoftly ſay, 
« Sweet Maid of MARTIN Db ALF!“ 


This nymph has numbers in her train, 
From Hop E up to the SRE; 

A conqueſt makes of ev'ry ſwain, 
All gaze, and all admire : 

Then where's the hope, alas, for me, 
That I ſhould e'er prevail ? 

Yet while I breathe, I'll think of thee, 
Sweet Maid of MARTIN DñALE! 


Should, fate, propitious be my lot, 
To call this charmer mine, 
I'd hve content in lowly cot, 
And pompous thoughts refign : 
But if ſhe ſcorns each heart-felt ſigh, 
And leaves me to bewail; 
For.thee, my fair, for thee I'll die, 
Sweet Maid of MarTINnNDpaLE! 
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THE LASS OF RICHMOND-HILL. 
Sung by Mr. Ix LE DON. | 


N R1rcnmonn-HILL there lives a laſs, 

More bright than May-day morn ! 
Whoſe charms all other maids ſurpaſs — 

A roſe without a thorn. 
This laſs ſo neat, with {miles ſo ſweet, 

Has won my right good will, 
I'd crowns reſign to call her mine, 

Sweet laſs of RicumonD-Hilr! 


Ye zephyrs gay that fan the air, 
And wanton thro” the grove, 
Oh, wiſper to my charming fair, 
die for her and love 
This laſs ſo neat, &c. 


How happy will the ſhepherd be, 
Who calls this nymph his own ! 
Oh, may her choice be fix'd on me! 
Mine's fix'd on her alone. 
| This laſs ſo neat, &c. 
PATTY 
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FATTY CEDOV-FE8R: 


Whrx little on the village-green 
We play*d, I learn'd to love her: 

She ſeem'd to me ſome Fairy Queen, 
So light tript Par TY CLoveR. 


With every ſimple childiſh art 
I try'd each day to move her : 

The cherry pluck'd the bleeding heart, 
To give to PaTTY CLOVER. 


The faireſt flowers to deck her breaſt, 
I choſe—an infant lover; 

I ſtole the goldfinch from its neſt, 
To give to PaTTY CLOVER. 


0+ Ju 4 e. 


THE GOLDEN DAYS OF GOOD QUEEN B Ess. 


If we jumble together muſic, poetry, and hiſtory ; 


O my muſe give attention, and deem it not a 
myſtery, 
The 


— — 


——_—— 


* Fora New Parody, ſee Original Songs, p. 17. 
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The times to diſplay in the reign of Queen BEss, Sir, 
Whoſe name and whoſe memory poſterity may bleſs, Sir, 
O the golden days of good Queen Bess, 
Merry be the memory of good Queen BEss. 


Then we laugh'd at the bugbears of Dons and Armadas, 

With their gunpowder puffs, and their bluſt'ring bra- 
vadoes ; 

For they knew how to manage both the muſket and 
the bow, Sir, 

And could bring down a Spaniard as eaſy as a crow, Sir, 

O the golden days, Cc. 

Then our ſtreets were unpav'd, and our houſes were 
thatch'd Sir, | 

Our windows were lattic'd, our doors only latch'd, Sir, 

Yet fo few were the folks that would plunder and rob, 

Sir, 
'The hangman was ſtarving for want of a job, Sir. 
| O the golden days, Oc. 

Then our ladies, with large ruffs tied round about 
the neck faſt, 

Would gobble up a pound of beef-ſteaks for their 

| breakfaſt ; 


— 
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While a cloſe quilted coif their noddles juſt did fit, Sir, 
And they truſs'd up as tight as a rabbit for the ſpit, Sir. 
O the golden days, c. 
Then jerkins, and doublets, and yellow worſted hoſe, 
Sir, | 
With a pair of huge whiſkers, was the dreſs of our 
beaus, Sir; | 
Strong beer they prefer'd to claret or to hoch, Sir, 
And no poultry they priz'd like the wing of an ox, Sir. 
O the golden days, ec, 
Good neighbourhood was then as plenty too as beef, 
Sir, | 
And the poor from the rich ne'er wanted relief, Sir : 
While merry went the mill clack, the ſhuttle and the 


plough, Sir, 
And honeſt men could live by the ſweat of their brow, 
Sir. O the golden days, &c. 


Then the folks every Sunday, went twice at leaſt to 
church, Sir, 
And never left the parſon or his ſermon in the lurch, 
Sir, | 
For 
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For they judg'd the ſabbath was for people to be 
good in, 
And thought it ſabbath-breaking, if they din'd with- 
out a pudding. 
O the golden days, &c. 
Then our great men were good, and our good men 
were great, Sir, 
And the props of the nation were the pillars of the 
ſtate, Sir; 
For the ſovereign and the ſubject one intereſt ſupported, 
And our powerful alliance by all powers then was 
courted. 
+ O the golden days, &C. 
Thus renown'd as they liv'd all the days of their lives 
Sir, 
Bright examples of glory to thoſe who ſurvive, Sir, 
May we their deſcenda- purſue the ſame ways, Sir, 
That King Groß ok, like Queen BEss, may have his 
golden days, Sir: 
And may a longer reign of glory and ſucceſs, 
Make his name eclipſe the fame of good Queen BESS. 


DATE 


At 
W 


LIFE 1 
DATE OBOLUM BELISARIO. 


O FORTUNE, how ſtrangely thy gifts are awarded! 
How much to thy ſhame thy caprice is recorded, 
Since the wiſe, great, and good, of thy frowns ſeldom 
ſcape any, 
Witneſs poor BeL1saR1vus, who beg'd for a halfpenny, 
Date obolum, date ebolum, date obolum, BELISARIO. 


He, whoſe fame for valour was ſpread far and wide, Sir, 

And whom none but his country true praiſe e'er de- 
ny'd, Sir, 

By bis own faithful dog was thro' Rome's city led, Sir, 

Wich one foot in the grave forc'd to beg his bread, 
Sir, | Date obolum, Oc. 


As a young Roman Knight was by chance paſling by, 
Sir, | 
The old ſoldier's appearance at once caught his eye, 
Sir; | 
And his purſe in his helmet he dropt with a tear, Sir, 
While the Veteran“ s ſad ſtory attracted his ear, Sir. 
Date ololum, Oc. 


« have 


11 


4 have fought, I have bled, I have conquer'd {v; 
Roms, Sir; 

J have crown'd her with laurels, which for ever will 

| bloon:, Sir: 

From her foes harſh dominion I have raiſed her to 
power; 

I eſpous'd her for life, and diſgrace is my dower. 

Date obolum, He. 


«« I no ſoldiers e'er riſqu'd, by attacking at random, 

Or victory enſur'd by a ni] deſperandum ; 

But whenever I foug:t, I made both friend and foe 
know, 

That all my deſign was Pro bono Publico”. 


Date obolum, . 


« ] no colonies loſt, by attempts to enſlave 'em, 
Or of Romans? free rights ever ſtrove to bereave em 
Or to bow down their necks to my pride or m). 
pleaſure, | 
Have an empire divided, or waſted its treaſure. 
Date obolum, Sc. 
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Nor to enrich or enoble myſel?, Sir, 
las my glory been tarniſh'd with baſe views of pelt, 
Sir; 
For ſuch ſordid deſigns I've been ſo far from carving, 
Blind and old, I've no chance but begging or ſtarving, 
| Date ebelum, Oc. 


„Now if hero or ſtateſmen ſhould hear this. relation, 
Whoſe deeds have been Kill for the good of his nation, 
Who, tho? feeble and blind, ſhould like me grope his 
way, Sir, | 
The + brigke ſun-beams of virtue will turn night to day, 
Sir, Date obolum, Oc. 


But if wanting chat light at he cloſe of life's ſpark, 
Sir, 


He at length comes to take the great leap in the dark, 
Sir, 
He may wiſh, while his friends wring their hands 
round his bed, Sir, 
That, Ike poor BELISA RI us, he'd beg'd for his bread, 
Sir, Date obolum BRELISA RIO. 


lol 


vill 


to 


"Mm, 


foe 


Not 


SUNG. 
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SUNG IN THE BATTLE OF HEXHAM. 


Tune—MODERATION and ALTERATION. 


Is an old quiet pariſh, on brown, healthy, old mcor, 
Stands my maſter's old gate, whoſe old threſhold i: 
wore | 
With many an old friend, who for liquor would roar ; 
And I uncork'd the old ſherry that i 12 taſted before, 
| But it was in Modcration, &c. 


There I had an old quiet pantry, of the ſcrvants was 
the head, 
4 kept the key of the old cellar, and old plate, and 
chip'd the brown bread. 
If an odd old barrel was miſling, it was eafily ſaid, 
That the very old beer was one morning found dead. 
But this was in Moderation, &c. 


But we hada good old cuſtom when the week did 
begin, | 
T o ſhew by my accounts I had not u alled a Fin ; ; 


